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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MxN. 
Sir Solomon 8 - Mr. Qutcx. 
Barney O' Lifly, - Mr. JonnsTtoNE. 


Stav e Mr. MunDEN: 
Commodore Larboard, Mr. WILSON. 


Captain Melville, - Mr. INCLE DON. 


Doctor Camomile, < Mr. FawcertrT. 
Le Frizz, - - — Mr, FARLE x 
1 2 


Auguſta, <- - <=, 
Lady Oddly, - - - Mrs. Wes. 


Maria. Mrs. BLANCHARD. 


Judith, - - - — Mrs. MarTrs. 
MN and WomEn villagers, Sc. 


Time, nearly that of Repreſentation. 


Sees ES, A Village, Sir Solomon Oddly's Houſe 


and grounds adjacent. 


9 The Lines . with in By. Commas ; are e omitted in 


the Re; reſentation. 


THOMPSON. 
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DEDICATION. 


bu 


TO THE 


REVEREND HENRY BATE DUDLEY, 
RECTOR OF BRADWELL NEAR THE SEA, 


ONE OF HIS MAJESTY'S JUSTICES OF THE PEACE 
FOR THE COUNTY OF ESSEX, Se. 


REV. SIR, 


AMONGST the catalogue of my failings I truſt in- 
gratitude will never be found, you will therefore be the 
leſs ſurpriſed that I take the liberty of inſcribing the follow- 
ing trifle to you, as it will ever be my pleaſure, and my 
| pride, to acknowledge that, at an early period of my life, 
I was favoured with your*patronage, and have, for ſome 
years, enjoyed the honor of your friendſhip, and as it 
affords me an opportunity thus publicly to aſſure you that, 


ö 
| | I am, 
| 


Rev. Sir, 


Reſpectfully, and ſincerely, 
Your much obliged 


Humble Servant, 


Great Newport-ſlreet, 


Leicefter-ſquare. | | 
„ * Wovrahrvo T. HURLSTONE. 


PREF ACE 


THE Or ERA of JUST in TIME, was originally a petit 
Comedy in Two Acts, written at a very early age of the 
Aur hon, for the private Performance of a party of Friends. 
In this ſtate, without the Writer's knowledge, the Copy was 
put into the hands of Mr. Col MN, ſen. who was pleaſed to 
obſerve, that it contained too much buſineſs, and was too long 
for an Afterpiece ; yet upon, the whole, it ſo far met his appro- 
bation, that if it was interſperſed with Songs, he would ſubmit 


it to the Public the following Seaſon. This was too fla:tering 


a circumſtance for the vanity of a juvenile Author to overlook. 
—Moft of the following Songs, &c. were in conſequence 
written; but before they were completed, the unfortunate In- 
diſpoſition, which deprived the Town of the exertion of that 


Gentleman's managerial Talents, prevented the Author from 


receiving the advantage of his promiſe, 


In this ſtate it remained, when the idea ſuggefted to the 
Writer, that its performance might render his Friend, Mr. 
Munvpex, ſome trifling advantage, and upon that ground, his 
firſt Dramatic Bantling was ſubmitted to the Public, on the 
evening of the above deſerving Comedian's benefit, laſt Seaſon. 
The flattering reception with which it was then honoured, and 
the intereſt of a Gentleman, not more admired for his literary 
abilities than his private worth, by every perſon who has the 
happineſs to know him, and to whoſe aſſiſtance the Author owes 
much, induced Mr. Har&r13 to bring it forward again this 
Seaſon. At the opening of the Theatre, the Author had the 
mortification to find, that his Piece would, from ſome unavoid- 
able cauſes, be produced under many diſadvantages ; he had, 
however, ſoon the ſatisfaction to ſee it cheriſhed by the un- 
biaſed warmth of general applauſe; and he has now the 
pleaſure to know, that JusT In T1ME has been highly pro- 
ductive to the Treaſury of the Theatre, and probably will 
prove much more ſo, without the leaſt drawback from the 
receipts, for the cuſtomary aids of Scenery, Dreſſes, or De- 


corations. 


————.ꝛ '¾ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


To the friendly exertions of all the Performers, the Author 
feels himſelf principally indebted for his ſucceſs; to Mr. 
JonunsToNnE, he with pleaſure acknowledges his obligation 
for the words of the firſt air of Baray O'Lifey, and for ſeveral 
judicious hints reſpecting the idiom of tae language of that 
character. 5 X 
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JUST-IN TIME * 
"IP 
COMIC OPERA. 


—— —_— | GY 


ACT 1. SCENE 1. 


A Village Church on one fide à neat Cottage nearly co- 
vered with evergreens, Se. Several Villagers ſeated 
employed in twining flowers, &c. Sing the following 

CHORUS. 
HERE, with Liberty bleſt, brighteſt gem of our Iſle, 
United with Plenty and Healthz 


At the reſtleſs ambition of grandeur we ſmile ; 
Content without title or wealth, 


When the dawn firſt app-ars, and the Lark tunes her lay, 
We riſe to ſweet ſcenes of delight ; 
Mirth pleaſantly ſoftens the toils of the day, 
And with paſtime we welcome the night. 
FIRST MAN. 
And fo you mall, my bonny lads and laſſes— 
I delight to ſee hand and heart go merrily together 
through the labors of the day. Theſe flowers, 
Maſter Stave ordered us, be twined into whirligigs. 
ES FIRST WOMAN. ” 
'Tis all done.—Now ſure there are flowers 
enough to make the whole cople as fine as a May- 
day garland. 


— 93— 


SECOND Mx 3 

Good, my pretty ſmiling Patty Pumpkin. Now 
take all your wares to the May-pole on the 
green. | ET 2 
| [ Exeunt Villagers, repeating the Chorus. 
B Enter 


2 JUSTIN TIME; 
Enter MELVILLE Jollowed by O'L1xx xy, booted, Oc. 
MELVILLE. 


Thanks to our ſteeds for their expedition. 


lookins at his watch 
O'LIFFEY. [ - ] 


And double thanks to my poor truſty nag, that 
would rather break his own neck than his maſter's ; 
we have rode together like two birds of paſſage, 
and faſter, your honour, than eyer dying man rode 


to a doktor. 
MELVILLE. 
A dottor to a dying man you mean. 
O'LIFFEY. - 
I mean! Arrah, ſure I know well enough what I 
wean, your honour, isn't it all the ſame in Iriſh, 


lo they both come together at laſt ? 
MELVILLE. 
We are now arrived at the end of our journey. 
O'LIFFEY. 

St. Patrick be praisd ! for I thought the 

Journey would have put an end to me. 
MELVILLE. 

As I ſhall have occaſion, O' Liffey, for the im- 
mediate exerciſe of your ingenuity and fidelity, 
it is neceſſary you ſhould be made acquainted 
with the cauſe of my preſent excurſion. — 

O'LIFFEY 

By all means, your honour,—you will thus re- 
lieve your ſuffering ſervant, and privy counſellor, 
from a variety of ſtrange notions, which have dil- 


treſſed my mind, almoſt as much as thoſe curſed 


bogs and up-and-down ways we have paſſed, have 

annoy'd my body !—For to confeſs the truth, I 

began to think that your honour was riding poſt 

away from your ſenſes. 

MELVILLE. 

Know then—I am in love! 
O'LIFFEY. 

In- love! oh, by my ſoul, that's riding away 

from 


A COMIC OPERA. 3 


from your ſenſes, ſure enough. I find I. was not 
much out in my reckoning—but may be; your ho- 


nour's love's like my own. 
MELVILLE. 


How is that, O'Liffey ? * 
O'LIFFEY. + 


As the gentleman ſays in the play, © it is as 
big as the wide ocean!“ the devil a petticoat 
ever I ſaw that I would not be withing to ſcrape 


an acquaintance with 
MELVILLE. 


There, O' Liffey, we differ. 


O'LIFFEY, 
Arrah, be eaſy, your honour, you won't be after 


telling me that. 
MELVILLE. 


Come, come, a truce to your nonſenſe. The 
charming object of my paſſion reſides but a ſhort 
diſtance from this ſpot, at the ſeat of her father, 
Sir Solomon Oddly.— 


O'LIFFEY. 


Oddly! by my ſoul and it is odd ſure enough— 
A citizen—one of the wiſe men of the Eaſt, I 


ſuppoſe, by his comical name. 
MELVILLE. 
You have hit it, O'Liffey—having amaſſed an 


immenſe fortune as a wholeſale grocer, he pur- 
chaſed the neighbouring hall, retired from town 
with his lady, and has for ſome years paſt aſſumed 


the charatter of a country gentleman. 
O'LIFFEY. 
Well, but,” Sir — alittle leſs of this old fig- 
merchant—and a little more of his young {weet- 


meat, if you pleaſe! 
MELVILLE. 


| You blockhead, I am an entire ſtranger to all 
the family, except the divine Auguſta. 


O'LIFFEY. 
Divine Auguſta !—and is the dear little 1 rogue 


fo handſome, Sir. 
8 2 | MELVILLE» 


4 JUST IN TIME; 


| 1 
Angelic! en 
AIR II. 


How poor are words! how vain is art, 
ns wy charms to trace ! 

Her ſpeaking eye, her feeling heart ; 

Such iymmetry and grace 

Her mind more pure than virgin ſnows, 
That on the mountains reſt ; 

Pure as the lambent flame which glows, 
Within this faithful breaſt. 


O'LIFFEV. 
Sweet creature land a ſnug city fortune, into 
the bargain——Ah, Sir, now can 1 account for 


your axing leave of abſence, ſince the regiment's 
coming from abroad. = 
MELVILLE. 

You're perfectly right, O'Liffey—fince my return 
home, I have made frequent excurſions to this 
place ; — and the dear little billet, which I re- 
ceived juſt before we left London, puts her 
affettion for me, I think, beyond a doubt—for here 
ſhe requeſts my immediate attendance to prevent, 
if poſſible, her union with an odious rival. 

O'LIFFEY. 
A free-hearted creature, upon my faith ; but 


aſter all, your honour, I'm not much pleaſed with 
the double face of this buſineſls—Tho' it ſmiles 
upon us with one eye, it carries in the other an ill- 


looking frown of danger, the thing in the world 
1 wilh to avoid. 


MELVILLE. 

Wiſh to avoid danger Why, my brave fellow, 
have n't I ſeen thee march with the utmoſt in- 
trepidity up to the very mouth of a loaded can- 
non? 


O'LIFFEY. | 
To be ſure an you have—What the devil had a 


man to fear when he was marching up to an open 
enemy -but in theſe mighty civil love campaigns, 
5 I, a poor 
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a poor fellow may be very uncivilly knock d- doun 
by ſome fly old curmudgeon of a father, or bully 
of a brother, without giving him time to ſhoulder 
his ſhillelah, 

| MELVILLE. 

O'Liffey, in this affair my happineſs, and your 
future fortune are at ſtake. 

 O'LIFEEY. 

O, to be ſure, if that's the caſe, notwithſtand. 
ing the many hair-breadth ſcapes that I have ex- 
1 in your honor's ſervice, and as the good- 
ooking ſtars have deſtined that I ſhould dedi- 
cate the remainder of my unbroken bones to your 
generality, my name-ſake the Liffey, ſhall run 
backwards before I' ceaſe to puſh forwards to aſſiſt 

ou. [STave ſings behind.] Hey-day ! what queer 
looking creature have we here ? 
MELVILLE, 

My friendly ruſtic and emiſſary, Stave, the pa- 

riſh clerk, 


Enter STave fom the cottage, with a 2 on his 
| arm. | 


AIR III. 


The merry man, 
Who loves his cann, 
Laughs and jokes 
Chats a d ſmokes, 
Nor dreams of noiſe and ſtate : 
Enjoys the hour 
That's in his pow'r, 
Tells a tale, 
Quaffs his ale, 
Nor fears the frowns of fate. 


MELVILLE. 


My friend Stave—in health and good pies” as 
uſual! | 


sT AVE, 


—— —— ͥ — — 
Se — — — 
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STAVE. 
What, Captain Melville !—T'm marvelous glad 
to fee your Honor, truly.—I was buſtling away 
to the Hall: wonderful alterations and additions 
fince your Honor was laſt at Merry Lawn !—all 

turn'd topſy-turvy ! 


Really ! 
STAVE. 


Fact! why there is ſcarcely a ſhrub ſtands in its 
old place; and all the flowers are tranſmutated from 
their beds to the tops of the trees ! 

MELVILLE. 


Alterations indeed ! but to what purpoſe ? 
STAVE. 


Mirth and jollity !—To celebrate the nee 
of young Madam Auguſta. 


MELVILLE. 
Is ſhe married? | 


MELVILLE. 


SAE. 

No: We could not well do that before the 
bridegroom comes ;—but all's fix d.— They ſay he 
is a prodigious fine gentleman Doctor, from Lon- 
don.—Sir Solomon, her Ladyſhip and I, held a 
cloſeted council laſt night upon the ſubjea; 
his worſhip was for defering the ceremony to Lord- 
mayor's-day ; but her Lady ſhip and I were for an 
immediate diviſion on the motion :—So Sir 
Solomon finding the oppofition too ſtrong, came 
over to the mrjorſtx, and the matter paſſed crim 
92 MELVILLE. 


But why all this preparation? 
STAVE. 
You muſt know that her lady ſnhip is too muchof a 


gentle woman tobe outdone in any matter, ſo under- 
ſtandingit was all the daſh with the great folks, to have 
galleys on ſuch occaſions, we reſolved to ſhew them 
that we could have every thing on the neweſt, diſtruc- 
tion as well as the Londoners themſelves. 


* ELVILLE. 
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MELVILLE. | 
No doubt——But I imagine, friend Stave, 


you have forgot the intereſt 1 ave! in this buſi- 
neſs. 


. STAY !: 
By my band and abilities, and ſo I had! but 
that's not wonderful ; for your Honor ſeems to 


have forgot the manner in which you uſed to pre- 
clude the Tubjett. | 


MELVILLE 
I underſtand you :—ſure you are not mercenary 
Stave ? [gives him money] 
STAB. 


No not mercenary, but a man who ſets up the 
trade of honeſty ſhould have ſome capital: Now 
I am buta poor man, your Honor; aud have not 
the preſumption to pretend to more virtue than 


my betters 
[chinls it. 
AIR IV. 
Examine the world with attention you'll find 
'Tis intereſt that ſways every claſs of mankind ; 
From the high to the low ; 
Is it not ſo? 
Say aye or no! 


You doubt it; I'll give you a ſtriking example, 
Then judge of the others by this ſingle ſample; 
And the truth you'll ſoon know. 
Shall 1 do ſo? 


Say aye or no! 


Sage Phyſic and Law, don't we every day ſee, 
Will adviſe and preſeribe — but firſt pocket the fee — 
With pleaſure I trow ; 
Is it not ſo? 
Your aye or no! 


so in humbler degrees too my maxim will hold, 
Where the main ſpring's ſe'f intereſt, —the object is gold : 
This we all of us know, 

Is it not ſo? 
Say aye—or no! 25 
| MELVILLE. 


3 —__ . 
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| MELVILLE. 
This may be all very true, my old friend ; but t6 


| buſineſs more material—Don't you think that in my 


former diſguiſe, I might, undiſcovered, obtain 
another interview with Auguſta ? 
STAVE. 

Let me ſee-——no, that won't do !-—-O, now I 

have it. Can your Honor mount a Jadder ? 
(taking a wreathe of flowers from his baſket. 
| | MELVILLE, 
O, truſt me for hanging a feſtoon ! 
STAVE. | 

And yet the old Lady may give us manifold 
trouble.—As for Sir Solomon, he is ſo buried in 
writing his hiflorzfications, that verily your Honor 
might with eaſe carry off young Madam, and ye 
twain be made one, hefore the Knight would know 
the fox was about his hen rooſt! 

MELVILLE. 
Sir Solomon an author ? 
_ S8TAVE;* | 

Fact. Why it is not long ſince he penned a 
monotony on the death of Brown Bridget, the dairy- 
maid ; ſo prodigious clever, that all the village 
marvelled thereat:— and Dr. CoA x EM, our vicar, 
ſaid it would gain his worſhip amazen fame in the 


literal world. | 
Well then——while Sir Solomon 1s ſoaring 


ſublimely to the ſkies—T'1] flip on wy diſguiſe, and 


endeavour to behold my charming Auguſta. 
| [Exit MELVILLE into the cottage. 
TOES  STAVE. vo 
Heigh-ho !—you fee, friend, what a misfortune 
it is to be a man of parts never at eaſe—always 
ſought after; and yet I am happy in the poſſeſſion 


of my abilities, merely to be ſerviceable to my 


friends. 
WIN O'LIFFEY, 
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O'LIFFEY. 

Your friends are very much obliged to you, 
my dear; and to do you juſtice, you ſeem to 
have as much buſineſs on your hands as a piper 
at Balinafloe fair; or a pariſh prieſt at an Iriſh 
wedding. 15 


AIR V. “ 


When the lads and the laſſes are met on the green, 
At ſweet Ballinaſloe, or the fair of Clogheen; 
Wieh their cheeks red as roſes, and eyes black as ſloes, 
See the girls friſk and foot it as merry as does, 
| All the day, 
Piper play, 
Cries Goſſoon, : 
T'other tune; | 
While young Darby and Judy, are footing ſo tight, 
The poor Piper keeps puffing, from morning till night. 


Judy's bonnet of ſtraw wears the token of love, 
Which Paddy had bought her, his paſſion to prove; 
Fine ribbands and roſes, to deck out her hair, 
And the nea:eſt ſtuff-gown to be had in the fair. 
Sweet Spoleen 
On the green, 
When they dine, 
Whiſky fine ; 
The Piper ſtill playing, the Prieſt he ſays grace, 
And content, love, ard jolity, ſmile in each face. 


Now the fair being done, home they jog fide by ſide, 
Every lad with the creature he means A his bride ; 
The next morn Father Fogarty call'd with his book, 
Nine or ten jolly couples together to hook, 

Coupling, buckling, 

Pipering, fidling ; 

Father Fogarty, Piper, and all join rhe rout, 
And the new married couples fall jigging about. 


STAVE. 


Oh, I have a mort of buſineſs I- never at reſt 
from the dawn to the ſetting ! 
C OLP 
* The Author is indebted to the friendly aid of Mr. Johaſtone, of Covent 
Garden Theatre, fer the words of this Song. | 


7 ²ö2!;!¹ w ˙umuü ꝛ· ]. = RQ N ¾· W om 
* 


* 


#4: JUSTIN TINY. 


EX Pl O'LIFFEY. 
Ay, juſt like myſelſ—never at reſt but when I 


am dancing, and never quiet but when I'm ſinging. 


But pray, my jewel, what may your principal bu- ä 


ſineſs be? 
STAVE. 


I'll tell you.— J garniſh the pews of our village 


_church—array the ſhoulders of the curate—ſmooth 


the dog's ears of the books—drive forth yelping 


curs—toll the bell—lead the pſalm and ſay, amen. 


O'LIFFEY. 
Upon my ſoul, honey, you have not a plentiful 


ſcarcity of employments. 


l STAVE. 
So that with the duties of my office, drawing 


teeth, —trimming the beards of my neighbours— 
curing the ague—ſcraping a country dance on 
the fiddle, - being chairman of our weekly club at 
the old Plough on the Hill, and Major Drumo at 
the hall, truly I have as much buſineſs on my 


hands as any reaſonable man could deſire. 
O'LIFFEY. 


By my troth, or that any unreaſonable fellow 
would have the good ſenſe to wiſh for. 
(MARIA, at the upper window of the coitage, fings. 


O'LIFFEY, 


[looking up to MaRIAI—Hey-day! And I ſee by 


that ſweet voice you teach Sky-larks to warble in- 


to the bargain. 
STAVE. 


Oh ſoftly—now don't diſturb the little rogue 


for her poor heart does not ſeem perfectly at eaſc- 


O'LIFFEY. 
Well but who the Devil is ſhe ? 
F | 
An innocent creature, that has been in my houſe 
thele three days. 


- 


O'LIFFEY. 
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O'LIFFEY. 

Innocent! with ſuch a voice and ſuch deviliſh 
pretty peepers: oh, by St. Patrick, ſhe muſt 
have murdered half the men in your village, alrea- 
dy. One fight of her has almoſt kilt myſelf—I'm 


taken with ſuch a kind of an all-overneſs that I 


don't know what the devil's the matter with me. 
STAVE. , 
Yes—ſhe came to our village in a poſt-chaiſe, 


enquired for a lodging at the Plough, and was re- 
commended by my friend Stingo to me—her 
only companion is a linnet ;—ſhe ſeems marvel- 
lous unhappy, and enquires particularly, every 
time I ſee her, concerning all our goings on at the 


; Hall ;—and when I told her juſt now that the 
wedding would be to-morrow,—ſhe droop'd her 
bead, wiped a tear from her cheek—and went 


in purſuit of her bird, that had ſtolen from its 


cage Mum —Huſh—ſtand aſide ! 


LMaRIA, from the window, hangs out a bird 
in a cage, and ſings the following 


AIR VI. 

Thy freedom loſt, no more, ſweet Bird, 

In plaintive muſic rue; | 
For, ah; the wretch who thee betray'd 

Enſnar'd thy miſtreſs too 
Thus ambuſh'd in the wily brake, 

The baneful ſerpent lies; | 
And while the nymph its beauty views, 

She feels the ſting, and dies. 

OLE. | 
Faith I begin to think there's ſomething ſorrows 


: ful enough in this poor lady's ſtory. — (Looking 
uß to the window.) Ah, gra ma crie ! whiſper your 


troubles down to O'Liffey, and fee what the heart 


; of an honeſt Iriſhman will do for you—But, be 
me huſht, here comes my maſter in his diſguiſe. 


C 2 Enter 
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Enter MELvitLs from the cottage in the habit 
| of a countryman. 
MELVILLE. 2 
Nov, Stave, for my neareſt way to the Hall 
take this letter (giving a letter) and by the aid of 
your old admirer, ** you muſt get it de- 
livered to her young lady ;—ſhould I fortunately 
obtain an interview with Auguſta, it muſt be your 
duty to prevent a ſurpriſe. —You, O' Liffey, will 
wait my further orders in the cottage. 72 858 
„ | 
Well, your Honor is a fine, bold, enterpriſing 
_ gentleman, and will certainly get her.— — 
ein om. 

Get her! To be ſure an he will and if I had 
that ſweet little Canary-bird in the cabin there, 
with a ſnug little potatoe garden and a pig of my 
own, the devil a bit would I envy him. 

5 | STAVE. 6 
Ha! ha! poor little Auguſta! but juſt eighteen years 
old. I have reaſon to know her age; for ſhe was 
born the very day the great bell was hung in our 
ſteeple, and I was appointed Clerk of this Pariſh. 
© MELVILLE. 
Come we loſe time. 


AIR VII. TRIO. 
© MELVILLE. Since my fond heart, Auguſta's, thine, 
O may thy virgin hand be mine; 
Love grant me this requeſt! 
& STAVE, O, Fortune! goddeſs, brown or fair, 
Let Stave be free from worldly care, 
3 He'll never mind the reſt. 
« O'LirrET. Safe from fatigue in yonder cot, 
Be quietneſs O'Liffey's lot, 
. And he will then be bleſt. 
4e To ET HER. Let not, ye powers who preſide, 
Love, EAsE, or Fox ru x be deny'd, 
And we ſha!l all be bleſt.“ 
DE xeunt, 
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SCENE—A Library in Six SotouMo ODDLyY's houſe, 


cc 


re 
ce 
"Cc 
cc 
te 
cc 
cc 
cc 


a garden ſeen thro the windows and large folding doors. 
SIR SOLOMON ſeated at a ſtudy- table, writing furrounded 
with books, papers, &c. 


SIR SOLOMON. 


(after a pauſe) Rx ADS © Thus died Mr. Alder- 


man Cox1ac, Brandy Merchant, of Candlewick- 
ward, after eating a hearty ſupper at Vintners- 
hall; his ſpirits were ever good, and his charaQter 
was high above proof ;—he was fond of rectiſying 
the errors of his friends, and all his meaſures 
met with general approbation ;—he loved his 
bottle, and was rum when mellow. He wiſhed 
all Exciſemen on the rack; and lies buried in 
the vault of his pariſh, at his particular requeſt, 
in one of his own pipes filled up with /aw- 


« Juſt | — There's a ſpecimen of my ſublime and 
beautiful—'Gad, it will do !—I ſhall ſoon rival 
Daniel de Foe, or Joel Collier! 


AIR VII. 


The heroes ſtout, who danger ſcorn, 
May boaſt their arms and tented field; 
Let noiſy fame their brows adorn, 
So I the plumed pen may weild; 
Smooth inditing, 
Flaſhy writing, 
Give more pleaſure ſure than ghting. 


In days of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 


For HeLEen's charms contended long; 
Yet all their feats had ſlept in peace, 
But for old father HomtR's ſong : : 
Smooth inditing. 
Flaſhy writing,. 
Give more pleaſure ſure than fighting. 


Enter LADY OppLy 


LADY ODDLY. 
Let me tell you, Sir, your daughter Abbelen 


is beyond all . 


SIR SOLOMON, 


14 IJUSTIN TIME. 
SIR SOLOMON. | 

Andlet me tell you, Lady Oddly, that your con- 
dutt 1s intolerable :—How often have I requeſted 
that would not intrude into this my ſanctum ſancto- 
rum.—Y ou have overturn'd one of the fineſt cli- 
maxes that ever entered into the head of an hiſ- 
torian. de 
| _ LADY ODDLY. 
Hiſtorian !—a fiddleſtick Did ever man in 
your circumſtances turn author !—and on ſuch 
a ridiculous ſubject too !—for it ſurely could never 


have occured to any perſon, except your wi/e ſelf, 


to write © Memoirs of the Court of ALDERMEN, with 


« A Parallel between Plutarchs Lives, and thoſe of 


« the Lord Mayors of London ! ” 


RS SIR SOLOMON. 

Zookers, my Lady, this is but an ill return for 
all I have done to pleaſe you.—Did I not ſome 
years ago ſerve the office of Sheriff, and accept 
the honor of Knighthood, at a Royal caudle drink- 
ing, purely to oblige and dignify you with the 
title of a Lady; and afterwards retired from a lucra- 
tive buſineſs, and quited my comfortable little count- 
ing houſe in Diſtaff-Lane, merely that you might 


reign the abſolute Queen of this hamlet ?—Have 
I not given my conſent to your marrying my 


dutiful little Auguſta, with almoſt a plumb, to a 


fooliſh medical puppy ;—and ſuffered you to turn 
my whole premiſes upſide-down, to gratify your 


whim, by giving, forſooth, a rural gala on the 
occaſion, and laſtly did I no: I pk 
IAD ODDLY. © 
Hold, hold; Sir Solomon, not quite ſo faſt! 
The intended union between Auguſta and Dr. Ca- 


momile was firſt propoſed to you by your old friend, 


his uncle, Commodore Larboard : — Indeed 


I warmly approve of the match; becauſe I 
LETT . think 
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think his nephew is the fineſt gentleman that ever 
boaſted a diploma from the College of Phyſicians. 
The gala I acknowledge; but there would be no 
exiſting in the world without entering a little into 


the faſhionable elegance of the times ! 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Faſhionable nonſenſe of the times ! 
LADY ODDLY. 


But atthe \ery moment when my ſuperb de. 
corations are on the eve of. being completed ;— 
copper-plate cards of invitation actually ſent to all 


the neigbouring gentry ;—and I flattering myſelf 
with ſhortly ſeeing in the Newſpapers a charming 


circumſtantial account of the entertainment, be- 
ginning a column, with * LADY ODD TS Grand 
« Gala at Congo-hall on the Marriage of her only 
« Daughter! To have all my delightful ſchemes 
at once fruſtrated, by the idle objections of a filly 
girl, is enough to provoke the anger of a ſaint, — 
In a word, Sir Solomon, your dutzful little Auguſta, 


poſitively refuſes to marry Dr. Camomile. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


The Muſe of Hiſtory forbid—but here ſhe 
 comes—let me queſtion her — 
Enter AUGUusTA, from the Garden. 
W hat anſwer, Auguſta, can you make to theſe 
charges of high crimes and miſdemeanors, of not 


marrying Dr. Camomile, preferred againſt you by 
your Mamma—come, come ;—your reaſons, Miſs ? 


AUGUSTA. 
I had humbly conceived Sir— 
=> LADY ODDLY- 
I ſay a 
; SIR SOLOMON. | 


Nay, nay, Lady Oddly, let the girl conceive 


for herſelf, I beſeech you. 
| AUGUSTA. 


I truſt my dear father will do me the juſtice to 
acknowledge, that ever ſince this enexpected union 


Was 


f 
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was firſt propoſed, I have conſtantly expreſſed my 
averſion to it in the moſt reſpettful terms ;—and 


altho* my ſenſe of filial duty has thus far induced 


me to liſten to his odious addreſſes, yet as the 
fatal moment approaches, my heart feelingly tells 
me, that we were never formed to render each 
other happy. 5 17 75 
SIR SOLOMON, 
Then the feelings of your heart are not worth a 


fig ;—for as Joſeph ſays, in his Hiſtory of the 


Jews— | | 
LADY ODDLY. 
Joſeplius, you mean, Sir Solomon :—but what, 
have we to do with either Jews or Gentiles ?-Why 


don't you demand what are her objeQtions to the 
Doctor? 

SIR SOLOMON, 
Ay. Ay that's the point; why don't you anſwer 
that Miſs ?— | e 


AUGUSTA 


In my opinion, Sir, both his mind and perſon 


are equally contemptible.— 
Si SOLOMON. 5 
Why, I muſt confeſs that Dr. Camomile is not, in 


every relpeRt, the ſon-in-law I could wiſh ;—but all 
the young fellows of this age are mere cinnamon- 


trees; — the bark is more valuable than the whole 


trunk.—When Slab-ho and Polly-buſs wrote, it was 
otherwiſe ;—the youth of thoſe days were no more 
to compare to our lady-like gentlemen, than a 


Levant prune is to a French Plumb ;—they have no 


taſte for true literature now :—but Dr. Camomile 
poſſeſſes one charm that turns the Scale againſt all 
his imperfections, and which cannot fail of making 


any reaſonable woman happy. ; 


AUGUSTA. 
Pray, Sir, what is that? 

Has SIR SOLOMON. | 
Sterling caſh, my little ſweet-meat,— 


as wad reds dd A”: PA 
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LADY ODDLY. 

True, Sir Solomon ; for without that, a wife of 
faſhion and ſpirit could not enter into the refined 
enjoyments of the higher ſphere ; and if deprived 
of theſe, marriage would loſe one of its molt 
deſireable charms.— 

| AUGUSTA. | 

Surely, my dear Sir, and Madam, theſe cannot 

be your real ſentiments. 


AIR VIII. 


Behold, deny'd their airy flight, 
The tenants of the gaudy cage, 
No more their warblings breathe delight, 
Thoſe notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage | 


And ſhould, perchance, in happy hour, 
Some friendly hand leave ope” the door, 

Eager they fly the bonds of pow'r, 
And gladly part—to meet no more, 

Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is free, : 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate; 

Gaily they range from tree to tree, 

Tieir little breaſts with joy elate. 


And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow ; 
Or chilling rain diſturb their reſt ; 
Fondly they ſhare each others woe, 
As deſtin'd partners of one neſt. 


LADY ODDLY. 

What romantic nonſenſe !—On my conſcience, 
Sir Solomon, I ſhould almoſt ſuppoſe the girl's 
diſlike to the Doctor proceeded from an attach- 
ment to ſome other perſon, but that I know tis 
impoſſible I have always kept too ſtrict an eye on 
her actions, to be deceived. No, no: I defy 
any artful young huffey in England to outwit me. 


Enter Jupirn, running | 

3 JUDITH. | | 
O, la, my Lady! Mountſeer le Frizz, Dr. Ca- 
momuile's Levant currier, as he calls himſelf, is _ 
D il 
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diſmounted in the court- yard. He ſays, your wor- 


ſhip, that his maſter, and Commodore Larboard, will 


be here before he can well put his horſe in che ſtable. 
AUGUSTA. 


Oh! Melville, to what torture does your abſence : 


expole me ! [ aſide. 


SIR SOLOMON, 


Now, rebel Miſs, we hall ſoon make you bend | 
to our authority. : 


LADY ODDLY. 
And I would wiſh you, at the ſame time, Sir 


Solomon, to bend a little to the temper of the 


Commodore ; for although you are the beſt friends 


in the world—at a diſtance ; ;—yet you never meet, 
but a quarrel enſues, and you part the moſt de- 


termined enemies. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


That is, becauſe the Commodore is ſo very 


_ obſtinate in his opinions; although he muſt know | 
that I am always in the right, and he, of courſe, 


invariably wrong. 
LADY ODDLY. 


He doubtleſs thinks the reverſe, and perhaps 


with much truth ;—but of what conſequence was 


it to either of you, whether Noah's Ark reſembled 
molt a Spaniſh floating battery, or a Weſt country barge ? 
—for this, it ſeems, was the ſubject of your laſt 
curious diſpute, and on which he left the houſe in 


a violent paſſion. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Well, well, that's all over: Leave old Lar- 
board to me, as I ſhall his nephew entirely to you. 


AIR IX. QUARTETTO. 


JupiTy. Lord, my Lady, indeed now I hear 
Their fine carriage drive into the yard; 


81 Sor, Then, Auguſta, pray wipe off that tear, 
And our wiſhes no longer retard. 
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AUGUSTA, 


Can the roſe the rough ſeaſons defy, 
And at will all its beauties impart ? 

Or can happineſs beam from the eye, 
While keen ſorrow impreſſes the heart? 


; LADY Op DLY. Come, have done with this folly ; away, 


And your lover to welcome prepare : 


Six SOL. For to-morrow's the long wiſh'd for day, 

 Wiich at laſt puts an end to our care. 
AUGUSTA. If 'tis vain then to bund. why delay 

To be happy, and baniſh deſpair. 
ALL. Fer to-morrow's the long wiſh'd for day 
| Which at laſt puts an end to our care. 

AUGUSTA, | deſpair! 
JoupiTH. * your care. 


EN D Or THE FIRST ACT, 


Acr H. seRNE I. 


A Hall, with a large ftair-caſe,—ſo contrived that the ha- 
rafters can aſcend and deſcend in fight of the Audience. 


Enter JoupiTH, /ollowed by STAvE. 


STAVE. 


' Nay, but my gentle Judith, why 1 in this tanta- 
rum ?—why raile that melodious pitch- pipe above 


its proper compaſs? 
OE P - JUDITH. 


Surely I have reaſon—have I beheld thee theſe 
threedays, thou charming traitor ? but that bewitch- 
ing face was formed to delude the weakneſs of our 
credulous ſex—the time was when you vowed you 
loved me, as regularly as our village clock ſtruck, 


or the cock welcomed the morn. 


D 2 AIR 
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When firſt you won my virgin heart, 
The time I well remember; 

*Twas in the froſt on dreary heath, 
The fiſteenth of December. 


'The moon was hid, the ſnow had froze, 
The wind blew hard and chilling; 

You ſhiv'ring cried “ Ah ! here ſhe comes 
© Zooks, ,wou'd the maid were willing.“ 


Love ſmiPd—and as we ſl'ding met, 
Reſolv'd to ſee us humbled ; 
Your arm encircled round my waiſt, 
I ſlip'd, and down we tumbled, 


Whilſt thus together we reclin'd 
On winter's hoary pillow ;_ 
You ſwore you glow? Tai w ĩ h love ſo true, 

I n&er ſhould wear the willow. 


— 


AR. 
Why, my honey-ſuckle, don't you know the 


whole buſtle of this intended wedding falls on me, 
or I ſhould no more have been abſent from thee, 


than a gander from his downy mate. 
JUDITH. 


Go, go SrAvx, you don't love me [fondly] your 
fine ſtrange lodger whom I ſaw juſt now comin 


acroſs the Park, to the Hall, ſor all ſhe had 


covered her face with a long yeil—ſhe has ſeduced 
your affections from me. 


| STAVE. 
Faith, Ju pirn, I don't even know what buſineſs 


ſhe can have here ; and as for not loving thee, 
that's impoſſible, for thy voice is ſweeter than the 
early lurk's—and ſhriller—| afade] 


JUDITH. 


Away, you flatter me, 
STAVE 


Upon my ſoul, I don't. But tell me my dainty 
dove, how Madam Avucusrta received her in- 
tended leon, the London Doctor, and his | 


uncle ? 
JUDITH, 
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TH. 

O, there have been terrible doings - ſoon after 
their arrival, Sir Solomon, and the Commodore, 
went into the parlour, I ſuppoſe to make up their 
laſt quarrel, where they now are, and left her 
Ladyſhip, and young Madam, with Dr. Camomile, 
in the drawing room :—I know not what paſſed, 
further than that Miſs Auguſta poſitively refuſed 
to marry him; on which her Ladyſhip, in a moſt 
violent paſſion, has juſt locked her up in the 
chamber next the grove, and has given me the key 
to keep, until Miſs Auguſta thinks proper to obtain 
her liberty by conſenting to the match. 

STAVE. 

And yet for all the young lady's 8 to the 
Doktor, truly ſhe has no objection to a huſband, 
could ſhe choole her own yoke-fellow. 


JUDITH. 
What do you mean? 
STAVE. 
Why don't ſhe ſeem to be in love? 
JUDITH. 
How ? 
STAVE. 


Does ſhe not ſigh.—wiſh to be alone—read much 

in ſtory-books, —make contrary anſwers to plain 
queſtions, —and ſometimes ſay to thee, O, Judith! 
and then ſtop, as if ſhe had forgot herſelf—cat 


little, —complain, pretty rogue, ſhe cannot ſleep 
becauſe of PIO dreams. 


UDITH. 
Are theſe ſigns of love i ? 
STAVE. 
Certainly. 
JUDITH, 
Then ſurely am I in love! 
STAVE. 
Lord have mercy on me! 
JUDITH. 


For there are but two things we differ in. 
SOTAVE 


22 JUST IN TIME. 


STAVE. 


Prithee what are they? 
JUDITH. 


Why, I eat heartily, and ſleep ſoundly, which 
ſhe does not. 


[ | STAVE. 
| Ay, but 1 think you might give me a better 
fl | proof of your love ? 
ii JUDITH 
| Name it. 


STAVE. 

Convey this letter ſecretly, and directly, to your 

little pouting priſoner ;—'tis from a charming gen- 

tleman, who has a power of money,—why he gave 

me his purſe to pay the poſtage of it, and he will 

reward thee generouſly for delivering It :—that 
done I will unfold the whole ſtory. 


JUDITH. f 
Well, I will, on condition you promiſe to drink 


my health out of it ,—and return in the evening to 


tell me all you Low of the matter. 
STAVE. 


Thy health ! why there's no taſte in life! s cup J 
without it tis the tobacco to my pipe the catch a 
Wil that makes me merry—and the tempter to re- 

| pleniſh my jug.— 


| AIR XI. DUET. | 
ll! Jovpirtn. Too gay deceiver ſay no more, 
| | Full oft you've told me ſo e, 
1 | Tis not ſo, 
Ml! | No, no, no. 
| To love me true is not your plan, by 
Thou gay dec-iver, wicked man, &: 
| STAVE, May ſtingo never touch this lip, * 
Or I of old October ip, 3 
| If *tis ſo, | A 
No, no, o, F 
| Pour health to me is every bliſs, 
| Tris true my girl, by this and this. | Ki/ſes ber 
5 Jovi. Fie, ſie, dear Stave, you're quite a bear, 
if | | You've tumbled all my dreſs, I ſwear, 
| | STAVE. To kiſs the laſs we love's the vogue, 
| 


]1UDiTH, Ah! flattering dear; oh, pretty rogue. 
| Exe unt ſeverally 
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Lavy OppDry and Dr. CAMouiLE appear above, the 
Doctor handing her Ladyſbip down the flight of Stairs, 
f LADY ODDLY. 

Why, William, Roger, Peter! ſomebody throw 
open the large folding doors into the garden, or I 
ſhall faint; for I profeſs the unpolite behaviour of 
this perverſe girl has nearly flung me into hyſterics. 

DOCTOR, 

Will your la'ſhip accept of my arm, and pleaſe 
to regale your olfattory nerves by participating 
of this quinteſſence tis delicately prepared, from 
a preſcription of my own, at the expreſs requeſt of 
the Dutcheſs of Dimple. 


LADY ODDLY. ; | 
O, you are too good, Sir; the creature's want 


of breeding, has, indeed, given me an immenſity 


of ennui. | 
DOCTOR. 


Your la'ſhips politeſſe, I ſee, is conſpicuous even 

in the choice of your indiſpoſitions 
| LADY ODDLY. * * 
Choice of my indiſpoſitions ! 
-— —DOCTOR;---- 

Undoubtedly, no woman of quality would deign 
for a moment to be indiſpoſed from any cauſe in- 
cidental to her inferiors— 5 


LADY ODDLY. 
Really! 
. DOCTOR. 


Certainment: — Why there is my charming 
patient, Lady Spadilla Languiſh, has a routine 
of derangement— for particular noons, as regularly 
as ſhe gives her routes and card parties at 
night. | 8 

LADY ODDLY, 

How new and fanciful ! | 

L | DOCTOR. . / 

Perfectly ſo :—it is quite genteel now to ſlip on 
a pleaſing indiſpoſition with the morning deſhabille, 

and 
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and be compleatly reſtored to heath the inſtant it 
is thrown aſide for full dreſs. 


LADY ODDLY. 
Well, I proteſt I am charmed with the delicacy 


of the thought:—I really don't think I ſhall ſuffer 
a moment's health to intrude again before fix 
_ o'clock in the evening; whilſt the faſhion laſts :— 

but ſurely this delightful invention muſt be a ſevere 


ſtroke on the emoluments of you gentlemen of 
the college. 
DOCTOR. 
Quite the reverſe ! why your La'ſhip would 


13 80 believe that I rattled out no leſs than fix 
ſetts Y wheels in the courſe of laſt winter, merel 
in taking fees from my fair patients; when, in fact, 
the ſovereign remedies for their ſeveral complaints, 
were green fruit at breakfaſt, to remove a pain at 
the ſtomach ; a crowded Opera, or a Ball-room, 
to lower a fever: and a petit ſoups at three o'clock 
in the morning, to prevent indigeſtion! Lord, the 
diſorder would be nothing without a Doctor. 


LADY ODDLY. 
How delightful | 
DOCTOR. 


Yes, the very quinteſſence of the ton—The 
whole antediluvian mode of praftice is now nearly 
aboliſhed, and your La'ſhip's very humble ſervant 
may be ſaid to conduct the healing art in the firſt. 


ſtile of modern refinement. 
LADY ODDLY. 
But you feel the pulſe as uſual, 1 ſuppoſe, 
Doctor? 
DOCTOR. 


What, ſeize the delicate hand of a lady, ac- 
cording to the old ſavage cuſtom of the grizzle 


wigg'd ſchool 0. no, your La'ſhip — toute au 
contraire [ 
LADY ODDLY. 


Why how do you manage it ? Ef 
DOCTOR. 
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DOCTOR* 
If it's a nervous caſe, which we term a ſpaſmo- 


dic affeQtion, I ſet me down with my fair patient to 
a party at Picquet, and contrive it thus Quinte 
Major in Hearts, Ma'am, ſays I, I fancy are good 
for fiſteen—yes, Sir, with lofteſt ſenſibility, ſays 
ſhe—three Kings are eighteen—then laying my 
two fingers on her lovely wriſt, I go deliberately 
on---nineteen---twenty----twenty-one----telling the 
fluctuation of my patient's pulſe, with the variation 


of my own game---till the dear creature is either 
repiqued, or capotted. 


LADY ODDLY. 
What an admirable idea ! 


DOCTOR. 
Quite ſo, 


AIR XII. 


Were old Galen to riſe, 
From Elyſium below, 
Of modern complaints, 
So little he'd know, 
That amaz'd at the change, 8 
And ſtruck dumb with ſurpriſe, 
He'd ſoon hurry back, 
Nor believe his own eyes. 


For Phy ſic's exploded, ſo alter'd the trade is, 
Ard wou'd you but know how I pleaſe all the ladies ; 
I preſcribe a court dreſs, a route or a ball, 
A play or an opera, or may be all; 
Firſt couple lead dow. —'twill do I can tell, 
Croſs over—back again—now my lady is well. 


Let fools their old nonſenſe, 
Still ſolemnly broach ; 

While they trudge it on foot, — 
I loll in my coach; 

They may pore o'er old books, 
And inceſſantly toll ; 

Be their's the dull taſk, 
Mine — Faſbion and Hoyle. 


For phyſic's exploded, &c. &c. 
9 | LADY 


Ml 

WR | | 
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| | LADY ODDLY. 

0 2 Charming! What a difference there is, Doctor, 

* pen you and Old Potion, our blind — 

. * DOCTOR. | 4 
[ | « The blind Apothecary !” (hefitatin?) Yes, Ma- 3 
1 dam, I believe there is ſome little difference be- ; 
i | tween us (affettedly) | 

| | LADY ODDLY. 

lik Oh! I have no patience with my little taſteleſs 

i huſſey, for being blind to ſuch ſuperlative merit. 

0 DOCTOR, 

lll Indeed (viewin: hm{e./ affetted'ly) J do think 

| Miſs Augulta's optics are not the cleareſt, 

1 LADY ob . 

5 But I'm determined ſhe ſhall comply, and be 

Wl rendered happy evenagainſt her will :---the wedding N 

| | muſt poſitively take place to morrow morning, or f 

| li all my feſtoons of flowerets will be faded, and the a 
0 beauty of my gala utterly deſtroyed. 5 
liſt eto: | 
0 I honor your La'ſhip's reſolution; ; 
ll _ LADY ObbL. 4 
i! And now, dear Dottor, will you favour me, by | 
ll taking a turn round the grounds, which I flatter 

Ul! myſelf your fine taſte will approve :—by this time 

| the ruſtic artiſts muſt have nearly compleated their 

|| works, and will wait for me to direct them in the 

[i finiſhing touch to their decorations. 
ll 5; DOCTOR. 5 
I attend your La ſhip to witneſs the happieſt $ 
0 combinations. | b 
1 Alk XII, DUET. $ 
| | Dr. Cam. Tho' gay your trees, perfume your flow'rs, $ 
0. Enchantment all your groves and bow'rs, 3 
1 Yet ſcarce i wiſh to ſtir, 4 
0 For here ſuperior charms 1 ſee— | — 
6. Lapy Ler- Tow Hatter ſure, you can't mean me! 

1 | My dear Sir. 

Wl - - DOCTOR 

[i | 

(| 
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Dr, Can. I love Auguſt a faith *tis true, 
| But *tis becauſe ſhe*s ſo like you, 
Or I'm the ſaddeſt cury 
| Such lovely ſhape ! Majeſtic air! 
Lavy OppLy. You make me bluſh now I declare, 
O la Sir. 


«Dr, Can. The bloom of youth till decks your cheek, 
Your accent mild when e'er you ſpeak, 
No ſpot your beauties blur, 
Pon honor's true each word I utter, 
LADY ODD TT. Lord Im all in ſuch a flutter, 
Bleſs me Sir.“ 


[Exit Dr. Cam. handing out LADY OppLy. 


SCENE @ Parlour, 


Six SoLomon ODDLY and ComMMoDoRE LARBOARD 
diſcovered at a table,—punch bowl, glaſſes, c. RocdkR 
waiting. 

| SIR SOLOMON. 
Here Roger, repleniſh the bowl. 
ROGER. 
What quite full again, your worſhip ? 
LARBOARD. | 

Aye, up to the gun wale ! | Exi# Roger] why 
the mutinous lubber would ſend us on a, voyage 
of friendſhip, with only ſhort allowance on 
board ! Ry 

SIR SOLOMON. Wh” 

Why this is ſocial and friendly now ;—I am 
amazed, Commodore, how you and I could ever 
have had the leaſt difference, - and on ſuch trifling 


ſubjetts too! . 
LARBO ARD. 


Troth ſo do I—'twas very extraordinary, but 
as we have both ſuffered the whirlwind of paſſion, 
to unſhip the rudder of our underſtandings, let us 
in future give the helm to the direttion of rea- 
ſon; and ſecure our ill-tempers cloſe under the 
hatches 

E 2 SIR 


poſe. 
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2 sI SOLOMON. 

Give me thy hand, my old King of Clubs - give 
me thy hand; we'll now turn over a new leaf, and 
begin a chapter of friendſhip, which ſhall end but 
with the finis of our lives, and never exchange 
another angry word ; and to make this agreement 
the more binding, let him that firſt breaks it in 
word or deed, forfeit a hundred guineas. 
| LARBOARD, 


Agreed ; fill up the glafles to the brim, to our 
hearty reconciliation : I'd bet a hundred guineas 


more that neither of us have ever an opportunity 
of calling on the other for the penalty. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
A hundred and five pounds ; a good round ſum 


though my dear Larboard! egad if this Chriſtian 
like treaty had been in force before our laſt little 
war of words, your purſe had certainly been 


ſomething the lighter. 


IARBOARD. 
Not in the leaſt, my good friend; for you muſt 


admit, that in that particular caſe, you vas 


out of {your element, and undoubtedly the firſt 
aggreſſor. | 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Who, I ?---why did not you--- 
©  LARBOARD. 
No! 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Why won't you hear me? 


| LARBOARD. 5 
Becauſe I know you will not ſpeak to the pur- 


| SIR SOLOMON. 0B 
. Have a care, have a care, I find your are going 
to fly out again, and treat me as that ſturdy old 
Grecian Brute-o did his amiable friend Caſh-o in 
the tent. — — 
LAR BOARD. 0 
I! Damme, how provoking that is now! I never 


Was 


" 2 er — SS 
— 
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was cooler in my life—but I am poſitive I was in 
SIR SOLOMON. 


And I am poſitive I was not in the wrong. 
| LARBOARD. 


Now, Sir Solomon, why will you be fo obſtinate ;_ 
only let me ſtate the caſe, and 11] convince you in 
a moment. 8 
| SIR SOLOMON, 
No, I am ſure you will not. 

LARBOARD. 
You'll not hear reaſon, then ? 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Zookers, you would exhauſt the patience of 


Job himſelf. 
LARBOARD. 


Who flies out now ?—who's in a paſſion now ? 
| SIR SOLOMON. 


Zounds! am I in a paſſion, you old ſword-fiſh ? 
if I was ſure of not coming off with the worſt 
on't I'd ſoon make you as calm as I am. 

LAR BOARD. 
Sir Solomon, don't provoke me—confider who 
I am. 


SIR SOLOMON, 
Who you are ? 


LARBOARD. 
Aye? 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Why you are— 
| LARBOARD. 
What? 


| SIR SOLOMON, 
As old a fellow as myſelf. 


Pſhaw, you're beneath my reſentment, a 


ridiculous ſcribbler, who dont know a Chart from 


a Logbook. 
1 SIR SoLOMoW-w. 
This is too much to be borne — tis committing 


homicide, parricide, ſuicide, and regicide, on my 
acknowledged literary abilities, and a general 
| maſlacre 
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maſſacre on every fide of my whole Court of 
Aldermen,—therefore J defire, Sir, you and your 
puppy of a nephew, would quit my houſe to- 
morrow morning—for I'd ſooner my daughter 
ſhould marry a Lord, who would ſpend her fortune 
at Faro and Newmarket, than be allied to a man 
| who has no more judgment than a porpoiſe, or 
command of his temper than a North Eaſter! 
LARBOARD, 
Firſt pay me the hundred guineas you have loſt, 


six SOLOMON. 
I'd as ſoon give you the honor and copyright 


of all my poetry and biography. 


LARGOARD. 
Exped to anſwer for this inſult, 


AIR XII. DUET. 


LarxBoaRD. I he next time we mee 

S1k SOLOMON, Stand off I entreat, 

LARBOARD. Your houſe no protection may give 3 
81K SOLOMON. fear not your threat. 
LAX BOARD. J puniſh you yet; 


SIA SOLOMON. In ſpite of your rage 1 ſhall live. 
And ſhould you but dare, | 


LARBOARD. For law 1 don't care, 

S1 SoLomon. With ſword er attempt to diſſect me:; 
Lak BOARD. I certainly will, 

SIR SOLOMON. You'll ſoon bave your fill— 
TOGETHER,  Fohn Doe—Richard Roe, ſhall protect me 


Jobn Doe — Richard Roe, ſhan't protect thee, 
[Exit Sir Solomon, 


LARBOARD. 
There he ſcuds - what an incorrigible hot- 


headed fool !.--if I had been as warm as he is 
heaven knows what the conſequence might have 
been---Aye, I always ſaid nothing makes a man 
ſo ridiculous as paſſion--- 


Enter Roc ER, running. 


Wel, Sir, who the devil ſent for you? 
ROGER 


— A — . 


{c 
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ROGER. ; 
I crave your pardon, Sur,-—here's a ſtrange 
lady without deſires to ſee your honor alone, and 


that immediately. 
"  LARBOARD. 


A lady, Sirrah, deſires a private interview with 
mel it cannot be; forty years ago, indeed, I 
27 ſhould not have been ſurpriſed at ſuch a thing, 
but now---harkee, Roger, is ſhe young? 
ROGER, | 


She ſeems ſo, an pleaſe your honour, 
LARBO ARD. 


Is ſhe handſome, you fly rogue, ah! 
; ROGER, 
I conna ſay, Sur, ſhe has a long white piece of 


ſomething all over her head. 
LARBOARD. 


Well, ſhew her in direaly, [ Exit Roc xx now 
old Larboard who would have thought that- but 
mum, here ſhe is. 


Enter MARIA, veiled. 


A trim- built cock- boat, truly- Madam, I kiſs 
your hands- I hope ſhe'll furl her topſail tho', or 
1 may chance to pay a handſome ſalute to ſome 
old ſea-beaten veſſel of threeſcore; - ſhe's dumb 
- ſure! „„ 1 


| MARIA. 

You are, doubtleſs, ſurpriſed, Sir, at this viſit 
from an entire ſtranger; nor do I know ſufficiently 
how to apologize for the intruſion; yet I truſt 
your goodneſs will pardon the liberty I have taken 
= when you are acquainted with the reaſon of it. 
E 2 1 L unveils] 

. LARBOARD. 8 
Handſome as an angel! Lovely creature pro- 
ceed. Her beauty has already taken poſſeſſion of 
the cabin of my heart :—ſpeak, Madam, if tis 
in my power to ſerve you, freely command 
me, | 


MARIA. 
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MARIA, 
I fear, Sir, I ſhall forfeit all title to that kind- 


neſs you are pleaſed to expreſs for me, when you 


find I come but to trouble you with the melan- 


choly tale of a love-ſick girl. 
LARBOARD. 


What a bewitching eye ſhe has!—Ah! Lar- 


board, thou art a fortunate fellow— 


You doubtleſs knew my father, who commanded 


the Warrior, and fell in the ſervice of his country, 


bravely fighting his ſhip! 
LARBOAND. 
How, the daughter of my old meſſmate ! as 


worthy a fellow as ever ſtepped between ſtem and 
ſtern. | 


"AIR XVI, 


When on board our trim veſſel we joyouſly fail'd, 
While the glaſs circled round with full glee, | 
King and country to give, my old friend never fail'd, 
And the toaſt was ſoon toſs'd off by me, 72 1 5 
Billows might daſh, 
| Light'ning might flaſh, 
Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea, 


If a too powerful foe in our track did but paſs, 

We reſoly*d both to live and die free, 
Quick we number'd her guns, and for each took a glaſs, 
'Then a broadſide we gave her with three, | 

| Cannon might roar, 
Echo'd from ſhore, 
Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea 


| wy Man... 
Time, at length wiped the filial tear from my 


cheek, and I paſt my days in ſcenes of domeſtic 


ſerenity and content, till Love, ill-fated Love, 
intruded, and again deprived me of every com- 


fort. | | 
| LARBOARD, | 
Sweet creature, how ſhe diſſolves me !—the 
moiſture I find has got into my ſcuppers ;—don't 
Ks: caſt 


ca 
{h: 
the 
wit 
tio 


to 


fa 
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caſt yourſelf away in deſpair, Madam, nothing 
® ſhall be wanting on my part to bring you ſafe into 
the port of happineſs; and I think I may ſay, 
without vanity, that you have placed your affec- 
tions on a pilot of ſpirit and honor. 

MARIA. 
Rather on a wretch, whoſe condudt is a diſgrace 


Z to mankind. 
LARBOARD. 


Heyday ! why that's not quite ſo civil to one's 
face, however. [ aſide. 
j: A MARIA. E 
Unkind, ungenerous Frederic ! 
LARBOARD. 


3 Frederic!—I'm dreaming ſure! my name's 
Hannibal: — pray, Madam, be ſo obliging as to 
inform me what is the meaning of all this; did 
not you come here to 
Ef MARIA. 
Throw myſelf on your protection ſuffered 
all your nephew's behaviour with ſome degree of 
= calmneſs, till hearing he had paid his addreſſes to 
the young lady of this manſion, I reſolved, by 
my appearance on the ſpot, to obtain a redreſs of 
= my wrongs. | | 
= | LARBOARD, 
* Zounds! what a quickſand of miſtake I had 
like to have foundered on, if I had not hawl'd my 
wind in time. Caſide] — But how, in the name of 


= wonder, did Dr. Camomile and you become ac- 


2 quainted ? for I don't recolle& to have ever 
heard a ſyllable of the matter before. 

3 | MARIA, 

Soon after the deceaſe of my much-lamented 
parent I retired to France; at Amiens it was my 
2 misfortune to become acquainted with your nephew; 
then on a pleaſurable trip to the continent—a 
mutual attachment ſucceeded, and we were nw 
| | by 68 | after 


34 Jus TIN TIME; 


after married, according to the eltabliſhed laws of 
that kingdom. 


LAR BOARD. 
His wife !—Zounds, what a viper have 1 


cheriſhed in my boſom, and meant to have made 


my heir. 
MARIA. 


| He ſoon after received, or pretended to have | 
received, an exprels, requiring his immediate at- 
tendance at Bologne, for which place he let off, 


but never returned. 
LARBOARD. 


The hypocritical young dog ! 
MARIA. 3 

1 have ſince received à letter from him in | 
England, addreſſed to me in my maiden nawe, | 
in which he informed me that there was an in- 
ſurmountable bar to our ever being legally united, 
for that, in conſequence of your poſitive com- 
mands, he was on the point of giving his hand to | 


a young lady of an immenſe fortune. 
LARBOARD. * 

I believe it will be his fortune to give his neck 
to an halter. | 
| MARIA. £ 

Upon which I immediately embarked, wad hav- 


ing learnt the name of the lady, and time of the 


intended nuptials, I came poſt here to ſtate my 
caſe, and appeal to your juſtice and humanity. 1 


Say no more, I ſhall from this time conſider 


you as my lawful niece :—Lady Oddly, to whom i 


I muſt introduce you, will doubtleſs allot you a 1 
hammock in her houſe for the preſent; and it 


ſhall be my taſk to endeavour to bring your un- 1 


worthy huſband to a proper acknowledgement of | 
his errors. | 
MARIA. 


The weight of this obligation — 
LAR BOARD 
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| LARBOARD. | 1 

Call it merely an act of juſtice; you owe me 
Ss of no obligation; we are all ſubject to beat up the 
rough channel of misfortune, and ſplit on the 
concealed rocks of villainy; it is, therefore, a 


1 duty we owe to each other, as a part of the crew 
ade of ſociety, in our different voyages through life, 
do protect the injured and ſuccour the diſtreſt. 
ave | | Alx XIV. 

at- 


«© How poor is the man, tho? he wealth ſhould poſleſs, 
off, « Who the impulſe of pity ne'er knew; 
% But unfeeling could hear the ſad tale of diſtreſs, 

« And with-hold from misfortune its due, 


« The elements” rigor much ſooner I'd brave, 
„Which my veſſel on foul ground ſhould ſtrand ; 
« Or in Biſcay's rough bay meet a watery grave, 
„% Than I'd take ſuch a wretch by the hand.” 
[Exit LARBOARD leading off MARIA.] 


SCENE, an extenſive Grove of Trees, decorated with feſ- 
toons of flowers, lamps, &c. pendant from the branches : 
on one fide a part of SIR SOLOM9N ODDLY's Houſe is 
ſeen ; and between other wings, ſmall booths for ſerving out 
refreſhments to a company.—STAVE, and a conſiderable num- 
ber of male and female villagers, among which is MEL- 
VILLE in his diſguiſe, hanging wreathes of flowers on the 


* trees, and round their trunks; AUGUSTA penſively ſeated 

y X at the window of the houſe. 2 | 
4 SESTETTO. 
1 ST AVE. Come, come buſtle away, 

er C | The Sun is jult ſetting : 

m FiksT Women. Now don't teaze us, we prays 

_ Second Women, You always are fretting : 

. SrAvx. It you frown my dear girls. — 

* FiksT Won zN. Well, what if we do? 

7 STAVE. \ You'll never get married 

Ti SzCOND WomMEN., That's nothing to you, 


F 2 MELVILLE, 


— h = U 


— 


— — — — — 
— — — 
— — — 
— — —— 


36 JUST IN TIME; 


MELvIiLLs, See on her hand ſhe leans her cheek, | 


Perhaps ſhe thinks on me, 
[ ob/erving AUGUSTA. 


Aucus rA. an MELVILLE, where thou now but 
there, | 
How ſhould I gaze on thee. 

STAVE, Come finiſh directly, pray try fort, 

Her Ladyſhir's coming: ¶ looking bebind.] 
MEN. Ceaſe then your humming, 
STAVE, And the bridegroom—good lack, | 

[ looking again] 

WoukN. I'll peep if I die for't, | 


STAVE. Zooker's ſtand back. 
All the women run towards the entrance. 


|  STAVE. | 
Now my dear pretty little rogues, fall back, 
pray fall back. 


WOMEN, 


Well, we will, we will. 
rav. 
Go then to your ſeveral ſtations :—You, Betty 


Brown, are to ſerve out the coffee to the gentle- 
folks to-morrow ; Letty Dickens is to make tea; 


Chriſtopher Codlin, you ſhall be maſter of the 
rolls; and I myſelf am appointed comptroller- 


general of the bottles and long corks. 


Enter LA D OvovLy and Dr. Cancnttz. 


DOCTOR. 


Really, the whole is laid out with prodigious 
taſte. _ [Avevusra goes from the window. 


LADY ODDLY. 
See there, Sir, the obſtinate creature immedi- 
ately retires from the window at our approaching. 
| vpocroR. = 
How cruelly perverſe. 
| LADY ODDLY, 


Well, honeſt people, I ſee you have completed 


your taſk, 
DOCTOR 


e. 


CY LT 1 '- » 
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DOCTOR. 
Pon honor, a pleaſing * of ruſtic 


ſtrength, and rural beauty. 
[ Looking through a glaſs at the Villagers. 
LADY ODDLY. 
I hope thoſe girls who are to dance to-morrow 


before the viſitors will make no falſe ſteps, and be 
very perfect in their figure. 


STAVE. 
You had better, damſels, ſhew her Ladyſhip 
what you can do:—lads, take your partners. 
Dance with wreathes of flowers and tamborins, during 
which Lady Oddly and Dr, Camomile are ſeated. 
| DOCTOR. 
Very well, very well, indeed. 


LADY ODDLY. 
Tolerable, tolerable. ( ſeeing MeLviiis) Stave, 


| who is that ſtrange young man leaning againſt the 


tree ? 
- STAVE, 
What, that ? | 
LADY ODDLY, 
No, that. 


That! that !—Odd's bobs, the Captain ! what 


ſhall I ſay, (af oe) the ſtrange young man, an pleaſe 
your Ladyſhip? 


; LADY ODDLY. 
Yes! 
STAVE. 
His name is Mel ( flops himſelf. 
LADY ODDLY, 
What? 


STAVE. 
Zookers, I was going to blab all. (af de) Why, 
my Lady, he is—that is—he lives at—in the the 


neighbouring pariſh, and comes here to learn 


plalmody. 
LADY ODDLY. 


Learn pſalmody and in my grounds! 
STAVE, 


3. JUSTIN TIME; 
STAVE. 
Yes, my Lady. 
LADY ODDLY, 
What do you mean? 


MELVILLE. 
*Sdeath I ſhall be diſcovered. 


STAVE. 8 

No, no, an pleaſe your Ladyſhip—I, I mean 
at my cottage ;—and ſo knowing him to be a lad 
of parts, I got him to come and give a helping 
hand 1n hanging the feſtoons ;---that's all, upon my 
troth. | 


1 


LADY ODDLY. 
He's a very ſmart handſome young fellow, come 


from where he will 
MELVILLE. 


So, all is ſafe yet. I wiſh they would take their 
departure, that I might endeavour to ſpeak with 
my lovely Auguſta. | 

LADY ODDLY. 

Come, girls, follow me to the hall, and I'll give 
you the ribbons you are to wear at the gala: 
Stave you take care of the men:—Dr. Camomile 
will have the goodneſsto excuſe me for ten minutes ; 
and if he will make a turn round the canal, I will 


meet him on the lawn. 
DOCTOR. 


O pray, my Lady, ſans ceremonze ; the warbling 
of the birds will amuſe me till your return. 


[ Zreunt LADY OD DI and female villagers, 
7 he DoCTok retires to the top of the Stage. 


8  - STAVE. 
Now lads, hey off to the Old Plough on the hill, 
but be ſure you don't get tiplical—till I come; 
[Exit villagers] [To Melville] Egad Captain, your 
woundy gentlemanlike appearance had like to have 


brought us both into a marvelous hobble. 
© MELVILLE. 


It was your confounded heſitation that bad 
nearly ruined all my hopes. Sdeath he here ſtill ! 
| [Exeunt MELVILLE and STAVE. 
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Dr. CAuou LE ſolus. 

J have at length got a moment's reſpite from 
the antiquated mamma ; the daughter is unqueſ- 
tionably the only tolerable creature in the family: 
no matter, the moment I have obtained her fortune 
I'll drive off to town, and quit for ever this man- 
ſion of abſurdity. Ah! ſure that's Lady Oddly's 
handſome bumpkin again ; what can he be loiter- 
ing here behind his companions for ? He comes 
this way, and wiſhes, by his manner, to avoid be- 
ing noticed I-III ſtep into this arbour, and ob- 
ſerve him attentively. [ Goes into the arbour. 


Enter MELVILLE. 


| MELVILLE. 

Ihe coaſt is at laſt clear I'll ſeize the fortunate 
moment to diſcover myſelf to my immured angel. — 
Auguſta! ſhe does not hear me; perhaps her flurried 
ſpirits may have ſought relief in flumber !—if ſo, 


I'll gently wake her by the ſoft ſtrains of her fa- 
vourite ſerenade. 3 58 | 


AIR XV, 
The mind oppreſs'd—by ſleep may hope, 


To ſooth corroding grief; 
What hope, alas, if wayward love, 
Denies its kind relief? 


Riſe then, my fair—thy ſlumbers ceaſe, 

And bleſs thy faithful ſwain ; 

Whoſe boſom only beats for thee, 

Thy abſence all his pain. 

The mimic death ; oh, quick forſake, 

Awake, my love—my love awake! 

20 T 
Here's a pretty diſcovery the bewitching clod- 
hopper ;—this ſufficiently accounts for artful Miſs's 

repugnance to my addreſſes. 

10 MELVILLE, 8 
Hiſt, Auguſta, tis thy Melville calls. 


DOCTOR. 


I 
| 
: 
* 


of. 


— — 
— — ——— — 
— 
— — — * 
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DOCTOR. 
How impatient the raſcal is! 
(AucGusTA appears at the window. 
| AUGUSTA 
My dear Captain! 
DOCTOR. | 
Captain! the military in ambuſcade here's an 
unexpected mine ſprung indeed ;---but I may out- 
general the Captain yet. ; 
MELVILLE. 
My deareſt Auguſta, I have learnt from Stave 
your preſent diſagreeable ſituation. 
DOCTOR. 


Oh! ho! that's the e he taught you, 


I find! 

MELVILLE. 
Will you venture to deſcend ?—a ladder is 
near at hand, and my horſes are ready in the vil- 


lage; haſte then, let us inſtantly fly together. 


AUGUSTA. 
To eſcape unobſerved 1s at preſent impoſ- 


ſible, 
DOCTOR. 
Faith that“ s truer than you are at preſent aware 


| AUGUSTA. 

But J have ſecured Judith in our intereſt, who 
has faithfully promiſed to releaſe me in an hour's - 
time ; be therefore ready near the garden-door 
that opens into the wood, (the key of which I 


bave in my poſſeſſion) exactly at ten o'clock, 
where I will not fail to meet you. 


DOCTOR." 

1 ſhall certainly make bold to be of the party. 
AUGUSTA. 

' Now pray retire, for fear of an unfortunate diſ- 


covery remember the hour. 
MELVILLE. 


Rely upon my punctuality and honor, 
AIR 
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AIR XVI. DUET. Avovers and Arten: 


Till then adieu 
Adieu my love; 
May no untoward fate decree, 
To blight our hopes in early bud, 
And tear my charmer far from me, 
« Believe me to my purpoſe true, 
4 Till next we meet, adieu, adieu!“ 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT III. SCENE 1. 


An entrance to SIR SoLomoNn ODDLY's Garden from 


the Mood. [The flage darkened 


Enter Doc rox CAMoMILE and LR FIZ z. 


; L 
Let me ſee this is the garden- door which opens 
into the wood“ perhaps I had better have made 
« Sir Solomon and Lady Oddly acquainted with 
te their daughter's intended elopement, and then 
* have called her military lover to a ſevere ac- 
te count ior his diſhonorable buſh-fighting, rather 
te than to have adopted my preſent plan—but tis 
c now too late.” .—Le Frizz conceal yourſelf be- 
hind thoſe buſhes, and keep a watchful eye on 
this ſpot, whilſt I take a turn and ſee if he is ap- 
proaching through that avenue, *which ſeems to lead 
«immediately to the village, and be ſure follow the 
directions I have given you.“ 
G LE FRIZZ, 
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LE FRIZZ. 
Oui, Monſieur, vouz may depends pon moi. 


| [ Ext. 
AIR XVII. DocTor. 


Love's fev*riſh fit 
Shall intermit, 
If ought my art avail ; 
By ſearching pill, 
PII try my kill ;— 
Should that preſcripticn fail, 
All my ſkill can invent, 
This pair to torm-nt, 
Emetic, cathartic and lotion; 
Dilute, ſt-rve, and feed, 
Cup, 3 and bleed, 
Couch, ſcarify, gargle, and potion. 
Next a bolus of bicters theſe lovers muſt ſwallow, 


And a ſharp-biting bliſter ſhall inſtantly follow. 
| [ Exit. 
Enter MELviLLE in his proper dreſs, attended by 
e 


MELVILLE. 
I fear it is paſt the hour of appointment—can 


you tell the time exattly, O'Liffey ? 
O'LIFFEY. 


The time by the time- piece, your honor, in my 
ſtomach, it mult certainly be near ſupper- time — 
Ob, may the devil take this ſame love, ſay I, it will 
be the death of us both there have 1 been cooped 
in that litile plalm-finger's cabin theſe two hours, 
without even a ſolitary potatoe, or a toothful of 
- whiſky, to amuſe my poor appetite, 

MELVILLE. 


Prithee hold thy idle tongue. 


O'LIFFEY. 
My idle tongue—PFaith then, your honor, I 


wiſh my idle tongue was otherwiſe engaged, ſure 
enough—I am honeſtly indebted three meals to 
my ſtomach, and can't get one to bail me“ I 
« have confeſſed Judgment to hunger, and _— 

; cc VI | 
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t will certainly ſerve execution on me“ Well, of 
all the living deaths in this wide world, keep poor 
Barney O'Liffey from ſtarvation! 
MELVILLE. 
Are you ſure that my piſtols are ſafe in the 
pockets of the chaiſe, and your's placed in the 
holſters of your ſaddle. 


O'LIFFEY, 
Yes, your honor—T'm well enough armed, I 


wiſh I was as well fed—but ſhould there be an 
occaſion, hunger, and the hopes of getting to a 
lentiful inn, have made me lo deſperate that I 


could att wonders for the honor of little Ireland— 
MELVILLE, 

Hark, the village- clock ſtrikes the hour [he 
clock ſtrikes ten] ten, we are JUST IN TIME, then. 
O'LIFFEY. 

Pray, Sir, ſaving your preſence, does the old 
gentleman in black "walk here ? 
MELVILLE. 


They tell us he's every where. — 
O'LIFFEY, 


Lord help my fooliſh head---I Sn he had 
buſineſs enough in London to keep him from 
rambling into the country---though to make con- 
feſſion, your honour, to be ſure there is the devil 
to pay and play too ſometimes in OF own dear 


country. 
 - MELVILLE, » 
Where did you leave your horſe ? 


O'LIFFEY, 


My horſe; I leſt him comfortably eating his 
ſupper, near the bottom of the old tree at the top 
of the hill, as happy, poor ſoul, as liberty and 
good oraſs could make him.---O, Wiraſtrewa! I 
with his poor maſter was half as well off. 

MELVILLE. 


Grazing, you blockhead !-..run direQly a and | 
make him faſt to the chaile in the thicket. 
G2 0 LIFFEY, 
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O'LIFFEY, 

Make him faſt to the chaiſe! well I will, your 
honor.---Upon my ſoul this maſter of mine ſeems 
determined that neither man nor beaft ſhall have 
a mouthful in comfort with his conſent. O what 
would I give now to fit down to a comfortable 
ſlice of corn-beef, with about a dozen mealy 
potatoes with their jackets on. [Exit 


Enter Doc rox CAMoMILE and LE FRIZZ on oppoſite 
ſides of the ſtage, with piſtols.—MELVILIE on ſeeing them 
farts back. 


| MELVILLE. 
Ha ! ſurpriſed by two armed men—do you come 


to rob me? 


; DOCTOR. 
No, captain, you are the robber, who come thus, 


Tree-booter like, to carry from theſe domains that 


treaſure which I claim, and which her friends are 
reſolved I ſhall poſſeſs. 
MELVILLE, 
I know you now! 
| DOCTOR. 
Then inſtantly reſign all pretenſions to the lady, 
and quit this place for ever, or 
MELVILLE. 
No power on earth ſhall force me to conceſſions. 
in violation of my loye or injurious to my honor. 
DOCTOR. | 
Since that is your determination, Le Frizz aſſiſt 
me in ſecuring this bold adventurer. 


[4s they advance to ſeize MELVILLE enter LARBOARD 


behind, | 
LARBOARD. | 
How ! two arm'd pirates about to board one 


poor defenceleſs veſſel! 


LARBOARD ſteps in between Doc rox CAMOMILE 
and MELVILLE, and ſeizes the former by the arm. 


DOCTOR 
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DOCTOR. 
Zounds! my old uncle by all, that's honeſt. 


[ Drops his piſtol. 
n immediately turns upon Le FRI 
and ſtrikes him, who runs out calling murder, fire, Gc. 
MzLVIIIE follows beating him.] 
 _ LARBOARD. 
My hopeful nephew, by all that's villainous— 


So, Sir, I now find I cannot even take a ſolitary 
evening's walk without running foul of ſome of 


your enormities. 
DOCTOR, 


Sir, when you are made acquainted a little— 
LARBOARD. 


I am acquainted with too much already. 
DOCTOR. 


But this man, Sir, is my inſidious rival. 
LARBOARD. 


Not in the affections of poor Maria. 
DOCTOR. 


Ah! Maria—then he knows all, and I am 
ruined [afide.] 
 LARBOARD. 


If any thing could make you more deſpicable 
than your ſhameful condutt to an amiable woman 
it would be your aſſaſſin- like attempt on a gentle- 
man, who appears, by his uniform, to have the 


honor to bear his Majeſty's commiſſion. 
But my dear uncle.— 


No reply, my dear puppy—I won't hear a word: 
if ever you hope to obtain my forgiveneſs, and 
be appointed to the command of my fortune, re- 
concile yourſelf to your injured wife, and make 
an ample apology to the inſulted officer, or, 
damn me, never dare look an honeſt or a brave 


man in the face again whilſt you live. 
= DOCTOR, | 


My duty to you, Sir, will induce me ſtrictly t 


obey your injunftion, 
LAR= 
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LARBOARD, 

I wiſh you could aſſign a better motive than 
your duty to me, for ſtriking the flag of vice and 
hoiſting over it the ſtandard of virtue. 

[CAMOMILE bows.—Exeunt on oppoſite ſides of the ſtage. 


| SCENE. 
A Park-like paling, inclaſing a plantation 


Enter MELVIILE and O'LI TEX. 


MELVILLE. 


S death that yelping cur of a Swiſs has ned 


the whole village.— 
O'LIFFEY. 


J never heard ſuch an howling as the outlandiſh 

brute made, in all my born days before. 
MELVILLE. 

The buſtle has unqueſtionably prevented Auguſta 
from keeping her appointment—be on the watch, 
O'Liffey, [Exit O'LirrEY.] I muſt return to the 
ſpot, if but to make my acknowledgements to the 
ſtranger who ſo generouſly came to my reliet—Yet 
ſhould I be diſcovered by the villagers, the reputa- 
tion of my Auguſta might ſuffer in the opinion of 
a cenſorious world—it ill becomes a ſoldier to 
avoid an enemy. 


AIR XIX. 


But war, the ſpear, and tented field 
No longer now. my boſom burns, 

To love triumphant J muſt yield, 
While rage to ſofter paſſion turns.— 


Enter O'Lirrzy. 
O'LIFFEY. _. 
thunder anounds, your honor, I hear the 
Ke troop advancing. 
MELVILLE. 


The noiſe ſtill approaches nearer, 
| O'LIFFEYs 
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=P ' O'LIFFEY 
I ſee them now in the thicket—by the number 


of their lanthorns there muſt be at leaſt forty men, 
women and children, armed with ſhillelahs, ſickles, 
ſcythes, pitchforks, pokers, and the devil knows 
what.—T hey have laid rough hands on the ſmooth 
legs of my poor beaſt, who is kicking, dear creature, 
as if he was in the fits. | | 
MELVILLE. 

Ha! here's a fenced coppice—T1I get over it 

for a moment, and ſo avoid them ſhould they paſs 


this way—O' Liffey, follow me | gets over the fence. 
| O'LIFFEY. 
Follow you—O, by my foul you have got on the 


right fide for once, and to be ſure I'll not be after 
you—when I was a boy, I was always the devil 
for climbing after forbidden fruit, and little birds 
neſts—what's the matter with you now, O'Liffey? 
Arrah ſure I have got over a higher place than 
this in my time—troth I think I am about to do 
ſome great good deed, and the old gentleman 
in black is pulling me back again—my dear friend, 
Barny, you had better try again, or you may 
chance to get your bones well thraſhed by ſome of 

thole ſpalpeens flails ;-—now I'm up, I think I can 
eaſily find my way to the bottom without a finger poſt 
[ /its on the top of the paling J. Faith tis not every 
one that is elevated can ſave his neck ſo eaſily by 
dropping.—ſo down you go Barny. | jumps down. 


SCENE 


Changes to 4 diſtant part of SR SoLoMoN OpLy's 
Garden, the Moon appears riſing. 


Enter AucusTa, with Jupita, 
PTR er AUGUSTA. : 
| Good Judith, make no more delays—I'm ſure 
tis palt the hour—he'll be all impatience. 
9 JUDITH 
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JUDITH. 
| La, Miſs, if he is not I'm ſure I know who is— 
well, I can't blame you, for truly he's a delicious 
youth, ſuch a ſhape—ſuch an air !—eyes like dia- 
| monds, and juſt the noſe that I admire. 


; AUGUSTA. 
Prithee, no more words, but pray begone. 
JUDITH. 5 
Bleſs us, how haſty we lovers are [Exit, 
AUGUSTA. 


| The fortunate differenee between my father and 
[ the old Commodore, may for ever releaſe me from 
| the odious addreſſes of the Doctor—it has at leaſt 
! prevented the neceſſity of an immediate elope- 

ment—though the conſcious moon ſeems to invite 
| me, by its ſilver light, to fulfil my promiſe, and 
| fly with the man I adore. | 


| AIR XX. Rownpeau. 


e Ye ſable clouds, O veil thoſe beams, 
«© Which tempt my willing heart 
e To trace the moſs-grown path along, 
5 «« And prompt me to depart, 
[ « Afiſt me, Prudence, cautious maid, 
«© To {way my Coubting breaſt, 
« Bring ſober reaſon to thy aid, 
4 And bid this rebel reſt ; 
« Yet, O my Melville, ſtill to you 
« This boſom beats with paſſion true.“ 


Re — 


— 
— — — —— — r — 
8 


—— — _ — —— — 


| [AvcusTA retires to a garden- chair under a tree. 


— — — 
— — — 


* — — 


Enter MELVILLE, 

1 „ 7 

it This place is all enchantment— I cannot ob- 
te ſerve a human creature yet I thought 1 heard 
* a ſemale voice, charming as a ſy ren's.— Ha! 
* Auguſta - it cannot be! 


es AUGUSTA, 
Melville ! Crt. 


MEL= 
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MELVILLE, 


It is, by all that's happy—The ſame, and your's 
for ever. [ They embrace. 


; AUGUSTA. 
Where's Judith ? 
MELVILLE, 


Ny have not ſeen her. 
AUGUSTA, 


How did you come here then ? 
MELVILLE. 


I leap'd the paling to avoid being diſcovered, 
and love and chance have guided me to all my 


{oul deſires. 
AUGUSTAz 


Come then, let us retire privately to the houſe 
for a few moments and deviſe ſome means to ſe- 
cure our union without a clandeſtine elopement. 
I may be ſought for and diſcovered here. 

MELVILLE. 

Rather let us put it out of fortune's power to 


part us again. 
AUGUSTA. | 


No, Melville, 'tis my province to rule before 
marriage—your's after. A violent fracas has hap- 
pily ariſen between Sir Solomon and his old com- 
panion ; the beſt of it is, my father reſolutely de- 
clares that he never will conſent to my marrying 
the nephew of ſuch an overbearing paſſionate old 

man. Judith ſhall therefore condutt you privately 
to the village, and in the morning you may, if 
you pleaſe, make a formal propoſal to my father 
if he rejetts it, 1 will ſubmit Ry to Four 


direction. 
MELVILLE. 


Which ſhall be to take a trip to Scotland, 


F 
' 
| 
| 
[ 
| 
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AIR XXI. DUET. 


MzLville. Believe charming maid, 
A fond youth, who adores you, 
The ſore way to be happy, | 
Lies open before you ; | 
The paths deck'd with flow'rets. 
By Hymen implanted, 
From ſeeds of true love ; 
| And by Cupid 'tis haunted. — 
AUGUSTA» Rely deareſt youth, 
You know I regard you, 
Their arts ſhall not triumph, 
In vain they diſcard you. 
III fly with you chearly, 
Like hind o'er the mountain, 
The bird ſwift in flight, 
Or quick ſtream from the fountain. 


Mervitte. Then fay ſhall we ſoon be united for ever? 
AuUGUusTa. We will, nor ſhall fate my affections e'er ſever. 


| ToGETHER., | 
'Then no dangers we'll fear, which our foes may intend us, 
While honor preſides love will ever befriend us, 


(Exeunt towards the houſe. 


SCENE changes again to the entrance to Six So ro- 


Mon ODT Garden from the Wood. 


Enter Dr. CAMoMiLE, 
DOCTOR. 


This wood has in it ſo many turnings and bye 
paths, that by paſſing ſome of the moſt obſcure of 
them the Captain has eluded my endeavours to 
meet him, in order to comply with my uncle's 
deſire, by making him an apology ; but if he is 


reſolved to keep his appointment he muſt unavoid- 


ably return to this place 


Jupir opens the Garden Door. 
The garden door opens! | 


JUDITH. 
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JUDITH, 
Hlif, hiſt, Captain Melville. 


DOCTOR. 
This is Auguſta's maid !|— What can be the rea- 
fon of her coming here inſtead of her miſtreſs ?— 
my curioſity is excited—TIl ſee what it means. 
JUDITH. 
Captain Melville, 1s it you ? 
DOCTOR. 
There can be no harm in humouring the miſtake, 


and ſeeing, the iſtue of the adventure. (aſide Yes, 
it is me, ſpeak ſofuly—I fear we are obſerved. 
JUDITH. 

I hope not—Lord tis very dark—the moon is 
now quite hid behind the clouds—vell it is a 
pleaſant time for lovers---if I had a ſweetheart, 
I think I ſhould like the dark wonderfully. 


DOCTOR. 
What does the amorous Abigail mean ? 
JUDITH. 
My young miſtreſs, poor little ſoul, 1s ſo i impa- 


tient- indeed, Captain, I believe ſhe doats on 


you. 
| DOCTOR. 


Hum ;—come lead me then to her. 
JUDITH. | 

Well, you have the ſofteſt hand that ever! felt. 
DOCTOR, 

S'death, lead on. (Exit into the Garden, 


| SCENE, the inſide of the garden. 
Enter JupiTH and Dr. CAMOMILE, | 
JUDITH, 
How !—the bird is fled—ſhe has perhaps taken 
a turn into the next walk do you ſtep into yonder 
arbour until I ſee if the old lady and gentleman 
are ſafe, and I'll ſend Miſs to you here directly. — 


Captain, indeed -I never met ſuch a tame cold 
H 2 creature 


—— — Sn OY — ᷑·yũ —— . = 
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creature in my life before —little Stave's worth a 
thouſand of him.— 

[Exit JuDiTH, 

[Doctor CamomiLE retzres into the arbour. 


Enter O'Lir ry, with a large hedge-ſtake. 


| O'LIFFEY. 
Oh, the heavens preſerve you, poor Barn 


O'Liffey.—I have been groping about this deſert 
of a garden full half an hour, and can't find either 
myſelf nor my poor maſter—I expect every ſtep 
J take to be ſhot by ſome of them devils of ſpring 
guns, or put my foot in the mouth of ſome great 
gridiron of a man-trap, with teeth as long as my 
arm!“ and what's worle than all, I'm in danger 
« of being drowned, for 'tis ſo dark that I can't 


d ſee a great big moat from a bowling-green”— — 


Oh may the devil confound this ſame love, I ſay, 
over and over again—a mighty pretty figure I 


ſhould be after making here if I was diſcovered— 
arrah what could I ſay ?---I could expect nothing 


leſs ſure than to be hanged up alive---O Barny, 
O poor Barny O'Liftey—if I was to loſe my life now 
I'd never forgive my maſter if I was to live for fifty 
yearsaſter,—| Dr. CamoMiLE comes ſrom the arbour.] 
Arrah, is not that my hopeful knight-errant of a 
maſter, Captain Melville, coming down the walk--- 


O the heavens be praiſed, Ihave blundered on him 


at laſt, however. 
DOCTOR. 


Perhaps I had better not have entered the 
garden in the manner I have. 

O'LIFFEY. 

By my troth I was juſt now ſaying the ſame 
thing, and likewiſe, that 1 had ated more like a 
madman than a man of fenſe in following you, 
not that I, in he leaſt, feared that dur puppy of 

| | a Doctor 
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a Door, for may my poor eyes never ſee ſweet 


day-light again if I don't think him a moſt con- 


temptible poltroon. 
DOCTOR, Es 
'S death, this is ſome ſervant of the Captain's 


that has miſtaken me for his maſter, and followed 


us into the garden---It muſt be fo. 
O'LIFFEY. 


Fa, ha, ha! I am thinking, your honour, ſhould 
we be ſucceſsful, and take away the young lady, 
how that poor devil of a Doctor will rave and 
| ſwear.---Oh if I had him here juſt now, to be ſure 
1 wou'd n't unfrizzle his top-not---ogh to be ſure 
an I wou'd; I'd duſt his coat for him with this little 
bit of a twig in my fiſt, here. 


DOCTOR. 
This is almoſt too much to be borne---but I 1 


be calm, and not diicover myſelſ. 


O'LIFFEY. _ 
Huſh, there's ſomebody coming this way. - upon 


my ſoul by the ruſtling it muſt be a petticoat--- 
O ho]. -I begin to ſmell a plot, and ſo, as I hate 
to ſpoil ſport, I'll beat a bit of a retreat juſt into 
the next walk---for though the moon may not be 
aſhamed of twinkling her face upon thele occa- 
ſions, that no reaſon I ſhould lend her a hand to 
put my maſter out of countenance; as, with all 


her peeping, ſhe'll not enable him to diſtinguiſh a 
peach from a . [ Exit. 


OCTOR. 

It ſhall be ſo, I 1 revenge myſelf on her pride 
by my indifference. and boaſt to her of the regard 
I have for another, which in honor and duty I 


ought to have.---Egad I'll go immediately and ac- 
quaint Lady Oddly with my reſolution.--- 


Enter MARIA. 
MARIA. 


Good heavens---F rederic! [aſide and agitated. 
DOCTOR 
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DOCTOR. | 
1 did not flatter myſelf, a few moments ago, of 
having the honor of meeting you here. 
MARIA. 
I have but too much reaſon to know it. 
DOCTOR. 
I have, however, to thank your convenient do- 


melltic for the introduction. 


MARIA. 
My domeſtic !---he certainly miſtakes me for 
Auguſta. [ a/ide. 
| DOCTOR. 


Be under no apprehenſions, Madam from this 
moment [I ſhall not endeavour to counterac̃t your 
wiſhes or diſturb your peace. 


MARIA - i 
O that he addreſſed thoſe ſentiments with fin- 
cerity to me. . [ alde. 
DOCTOR, 


For had a union tzken place between us, I con- 
feſs it had been merely a mercenary one on my 
part, a previous engagement to another lady 
preventing me from ſufficiently eſtimating your 


merits.--- 
MARIA, 


My hopes revive. Lade. 
DOCTOR. 
In ſhort, Madam, an accident has happen'd 


that has awakened my conſcience, and as I confeſs 
myſelf a pennitent—it is now my fixed intention 
to do juſtice to my injured Maria to lay my for- 
tune at.her feet—and to emplore her pardon. 

| MARIA. 


Know then Maria grants it. 
| DOCTOR. 
Amazement, Maria !---is it impoſſible ? and can 
you forgive? 1 
$i a MARIA. 

Pray no more, my Frederic, let us then 


inſtantly make your worthy uncle, and Sir 
Solomon 
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Solomon's family acquainted vith this our fortunate 


interview. 
DOCTOR. 


Which I flatter myſelf will be the means of 
reconciling all parties. 
MARIA. 
It has at leaſt rendered me the happieſt of women. 


AIR XXIII. 


The ſhipwreck'd tar, on billows toſs'd, 
Laſh'd to ſome plank, and ſighing; 

The land in view he hoped to gain, 
Himſelf o'erwhelm'd and dying, 

Could ſcarce corizeive the joy 1 feel, 
Thus chang'd my hapleſs doom; 

Should Fortune ſave him from deſpair, 
And waft the wand'rer home. 


Enter O'LIFFEY. 


| O'LIFFEY. 
O, by my ſoul, a plot ſure enough !—I overheard 
the laſt part of their converſation and ſo we are 
on Mr. Sir Solomon's premiſes after all—well, I 
and my maſter were molt certainly born under a 
pair of lucky planets.---I once had my fortune 
told me by a cunning old woman in the county of 
Tipperary, and ſhe ſaid I ſhould be in danger of 
being ſtarved, drowned, and hanged, but that I 
might be preſerved for a tight ſmart neat bit of a 
girl, with a —— but who the devil's a coming 
now ?- another petticoat by all that's temptations--- 
now, Mr. Barny O'Liffey, you ſhall have a little 
bit of a plot of your own---I'll ſay a tender thing 
ortwo to her that will trip up the heels of her heart 
---O, leave an Iriſhman alone for that,--- 


Enter . 
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Enter TupiTH. 


JUDITH. 
Captain Melville, I can't find Miſs Auguſta, 
but I gueſs ſhe is gone to her dreſſing room, where 
if you pleaſe you may follow her, for all is ſafe, 


and you may venture.— 


O'LIFFEY. 
Oh, ho, ſnug's the word (a/ide) I'm extremely glad, 


my jewel, to hear all is ſafe, but he has ventured 


already.— 1 


Ab, a ſtranger !—who are you ?---what do you 


want ? how got you here ? 
O'LIFFEY. 


Not ſo faſt, my dear---why if your ſweet little 
bit of a charming tongue gallops at this rate, how 


the devil can J keep pace with you? Arrah, 


begin again, my jewel, if you pleaſe, and let us bave 


one queſtion before the other, and then I'll anſwer 


you. 
JUDITH. 


Well then---what are you ? 
O'LIFFEY. 


Captain Melville's Iriſh portmanteau, honey--- 
I carry his travelling equipage---I was born at 
Templeoge, in the County of Dublin, and my 
name is Barny O'Liffey, at your ſervice---there 
now, my jewel, I have given you my birth, 


parentage, and education, in a minute. 
- JUDITH. 


How did you get in? 
O'LIFFEY. 


Like a bird, my jewel---I ſcrambled up the 
wall, and then hopp'd down into the gardenlike a 


magpie--- 
JUDITH. 


And pray where is your maſter ?—I left him. 


here. 


O'LIFFEY, 
My Maſter! ob, my dear he's juſt gone, and 
is 


hal S 
7A 


"Ee 
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is now engaged with your miſtreſs—and I, like a 
good ſervant, mean to follow his example with her 


maid. _ [ takes hold of her. 
JUDITH. 
None of your liberties, friend— 
O'LIFFEY. _ | 
Liberties !---arrah, get out with your ſelf and 


your liberties, dye think I'd be ſo timberſom with 
you? 
JUDITH. -- 
I don't want to know---but come give a better 


account of yourlelf.--- 
O'LIFFEY., | 

Account of myſelf---hav'nt I told you, my jewel, 
that I'm an Iriſhman, and is not that plenty 
of intelligence for any woman breathing---how- 
ever, if you inſiſt upon being better acquainted 
with me, you mult know that I am a bird of chance 
as well as paſſage—— 1 


JUDITH. 
What's that ? 4 
| O'LIFFEY>, 

What's that ?---One, my ſweet creature, that 
likes all countries and cuſtoms alike, Ireland, 
Seringapatam, Venus, Conſtantinople, Clonakilty, 
or the Bog of Allan, are all the ſame to Barny 
O' Liffey, who ſtill carries with bim a light heart, 
aye, and a tinder one, all the world over. | 

„ "BOITRC . 

A ſmart fellow, as I hope to be married! he 
may alhſt me in my ſcheme to rouſe the jealouſy 
of .Stave, and induce him to do me that juſtice he 
has lo often promiſed ; (aſide) Are all women, as 


well as countries and cuſtoins, alike to you ? 
| | O'LIFFE T. 
All of the right ſide of thirty, my dear. 
| . 
Then there is hopes for me, for I want a month 
of it, | 55 
I 


G'LIFFEY, 
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O'LIFFEY. 
A month! O then you'll ſee what a month well 
make of it—Oh, by my ſoul, it ſhall be the month 
of months—Come thorum poge ma Colleen Daſs ! 
put your arms about-my neck and ſeal the bargain 
at once. 
JUDITH. 
What the deuce would the man be at ? 


O'LIFFEY. 
What would I be at! Arrah why d'ye alk me 


ſuch a fooliſh queſtion ? Oh, I'll ſtick to you like 


the oak to the 1 Ivy. 
JUDITH. 


The charming fellow !—You are very warm in 
your endearments. If I ſhould be good-natured 


and like you, could you be conſtant ? 
O'LIFFEY 


Conſtant! Faith you may ſay that; I'll be as con- 
ſtantas the moon, or any other ſtar in the firmament. 


AIR XXIV. 


In Freedom 1'd live, though your Slave I may be, 
Sing farinina, fing farinane. 

O then to your arms my ſweet creature take me, 

Who'll not lie while I'm telling the truth d'ye ſee. 
With my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara la le. 


And if while you love, from a breaſt full of hate, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinane; _ 

You make me a widow in ſpite of old fate, 

When dead you ſhall never again ſee me mate. 
With my chic a che, &c. 


Then whilſt we ſtand ſti'l, let us pleaſ.re purſue, 
Sing farinana, ſing farinane; 

I hate to look backwards when beauty's in view, 

For the fight that is black always makes me look blue, 
With my chica che, &c. 


In all the wide world were no woman but you, 
Sing farinina, ſing faranine, _ 
The reſt I'd forſake, and to you wou'd be true; 
Then your Iriſhman love, ogh I ſee that you FI ; 
With my chic a che curtlow la lara la lara la le. 


Enter 


on th). es 


1 
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Enter SrAVE behind them. 


1 0 STAVE. 

-day ! 

n JUDITH... 

We'll go in then and talk more of it. 
O'LIFFEY. 


Talk more of it, ay, and by my ſoul we'll make 
more of it too, if I'm not miſtaken, arrah—ſhan't 
we wy jewel ? 

STAV 


8 
Not tt ill the laſt amen is ſaid over little Stave. 
O'LIFFEY. 


No—that's fooliſh enough now; come, come 
Judy-gra, do now, and convince this clod hopping 


regiſter, of marriages and births—that we intend 


employing him ſoon in both caſes. 
JUDITH. ------- 


You ſee, Stave, I am not on my laſt legs—there- 
fore ſay, will you marry me to-morrow—ay, or no. 
= STAVE.” | 
Ay, on the word of a Clerk—for a friend here, 
[ laying his hand on his breaſt, | tells me, that when a 
woman through love has placed her honor in the 
keeping of a man—he muſt be unworthy of leading 
a pſalm, if he does not take her to his boſom, for 
better and for worſe, 1 
5 
Then there's my hand. 
O'LIFFEY. 
Oh, thunder and nouns—what a devil of an un- 
certain thing this love is—arrah Judy, Judy, (tak- 
ing her hand) ſure you would not be after playing 


the fool with yourſelf, you devil. 
JUDITH. 


_ (Withdrawing her hand). Indeed, friend, I have 
only been playing with you to ſecure my Stave's 
hand, who has long had my heart. 

0 1 —.— 

Your heart — If that's the caſe, my jewel, why then 
T'll not ſtand betwixt and between you, as O'Liffey 
12 would 
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—— —— ñſæ— 


would not give a rap for your love, unleſs your 
heart was flupg into the bargain, —ſo my tight 
little pſalm-finger, give me your hand, —I heartily 

wiſh you happy—tho' J am ſure you'll fing your 
pſalms deviliſhly out of tune before the honey- 
moon's over. 


STAVE. 
No, we mean to become candidates for the 


Dunmow Flitch of Bacon—don't we Judith ? 

| -.*.- JUDITH. | 
Yes, and for the honor of humble matrimony, 

we'll win it too. | 


— — ———— 
* 
* 


oO FEv. 

Flitch of Bacon? Ay, win it, and wear it, and 

the Devil burn him that ever wiſhes to deprive 
you of a raſher of it. 


1 AIR XXII. DUET. 


'| Stave. You my damſel be but kind, 
| Jupir x. Andyoune'er prove a rover, 


ul | | STAVE. A truer lad you'li never find, 
| JupiTH., I'faith we'll live in cover, 
i | | Bor R. Then quick away, 


We'll hence be gay, 
Nor think of care or ſorrow, 


JuvviTn, But laugh and dance, 
STAVE. And kiſs and play, 


Bor R. To-morrow and to-morrow, | 
_ (Exeunt. 


SCENE. Avevsra's Apartment. 


Enter AuGusTA and MELVILLE. 


AUGUSTA. 

Believe me, Melville, I diſpenſed with all my 

ſex's little diſſembling arts, not doubting but I 

ſhould make you more truly mine, by an undiſ- 

guiſed confeſſion of the partiality I felt for you. 
8 MELVILLE, 

By your dear ſelf I ſwear. 


We 


AUGUSTA. 


ur 


ght 
ily 
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-Y- 


the 


A 
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AUGUSTA. 

Hold, hold, I am not to be deceived, like too 
many of my ſex, by the alluring proſpetts of deſuſive 
hope, which have too often no better foundation 
than the airy vows of an admirer, 


AIR XXV, 
Fancy paints the flattering ſcene, 
Ard courage animates her mien, 
On Hope's ſmooth pinions ſee her riſe, 
She leaves the eat th to ſoar in ſk es, 
**Tis love's deluſion fans her wing, 


And while ſhe ſoars, ſhe chearful fiogs. 


Sir SoloMON OppLy and Commodore LARBOARD 
without. 
SIR SOLOMON. WO 
Old Larboard, how can you ſuppoſe that my 
little Auguſta would introduce a man into the houſe. 
LARBOARD. 


I tell you once more, I ſaw them. 
AUGUSTA. 


Heavens !—what ſhall we do? here's my father 

coming. | 
MELVILLE. 

Don't be alarmed, my love, he may as well 

know of our attachment now, as hereafter. 
AUGUSTA. 

Not for the univerſe; if he ſhould diſcover 
you here, in this clandeſtine manner, I ſhould 
forfeit his good opinion for ever. 

SIR SOLOMON, 

Auguſta, my pretty innocent, open the door. 

F LAR BOARD. 

Ay, ay, open the door. 

| AUGUSTA, 

How unfortunate—there is no way for you to 
eſcape—pray let me prevail on you to ſtep into 
this cloſet till they are gone. 
poi I MELVILLE, 

Diſpoſe of me in what manner you pleaſe. 


MEL 


ö 
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would not give a rap for your love, unleſs your 
heart was flupg into the bargain, —ſo my tight 
little pſalm-finger, give me your hand,—I heartily 
wiſh you happy—tho' I am ſure you'll fing your 
pſalms deviliſhly out of tune before the honey- 
moon's over. 

STAVE. 

No, we mean to become candidates for the 
Dunmow Flitch of Bacon—don't we Judith ? 

„ Juvol H. 

Yes, and for the honor of humble matrimony, 
we'll win it too. | 
| O'LIFFEY. 

Flitch of Bacon? Ay, win it, and wear it, and 
the Devil burn him that ever wiſhes to deprive 
you of a raſher of it. 


AIR XXII. DUET, 
STAVE. You my damſel be but kind, 
Juvirn. And you ne'er prove a rover, 
STAVE. A truer lad you'li never find, 
JouviTh., I'faith we'll live in cover, 


Bor n. Then quick away, 
We'll hence be gay, 
Nor think of care or ſorrow, 


JuviTHn, But laugh and dance, 
STAVE. And kits and play, 
Bor AH. To- morrow and to-morrow, : 


| (Exeunt. 
SCENE. AucusTaA's Apariment. Fee 


Enter AucusTA and MELVILLE. 

| © AUGUSTA. 
Believe me, Melville, I diſpenſed with all my 
ſex's little diſſembling arts, not doubting but I 
ſhould make you more truly mine, by an undiſ- 


guiſed confeſſion of the partiality I felt for you. 


| MELVILLE, 
Buy your dear ſelf I ſwear, 


* 
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AUGUSTA. 

Hold, hold, I am not to be deceived, like too 
many of my ſex, by the alluring proſpetts of deluſive 
hope, which have too often no better foundation 
than the airy VOWS or an er. 


AR XXV, 


Fancy paints the flattering ſcene, 

And courage animates her mien, 

On Hope's ſmooth pinions ſee her rife, 
She leaves the ea th to ſoar 1 in ik es, 
*Tis love's deluſion fans her wing, 


And while ſhe ſoars, ſhe chearful ſiags. 


Sir SoLOMON Ooviy and Commodore LARBOARD 
without. 
SIR SOLOMON, 
Old Larboard, how can you ſuppoſe that my 
little Auguſta would introduce a man into the houſe. 
LARBOARD. 


I tell you once more, I ſaw them. 
AUGUSTA. 


Heavens !—what ſhall we do? here's my father 


Comin 
8. MELVILLE. 


Don't be alarmed, my love, he may as well 


know of our re e now, as hereafter. 
AUGUSTA. 


Not for the univerſe; if he ſhould diſcover 
you here, in this clandeſtine manner, I ſhould | 
forfeit his good opinion for ever. 


| SIR SOLOMON. 

Auguſta, my pretty innocent, open the door. 
| LARBOARD. 

Ay, ay, open the door. 


AUGUSTA, 


How unfortunate—there is no way for you to 
eſcape—pray let me prevail on you to ſtep into 


this cloſet till they are gone. 
MELVILLE. 


Diſpoſe of me in what manner you pleaſe. 


MET 


— —— —— — 
- 
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MzLvitLs goes into the cloſet, AucusTA locks it, 
and then opens the room door. 


Enter Sir SOLOMON and Commodore LAR BOARD, 


SIR SOLOMON. 

There, now you ſee, you obſtinate man, that 
no perſon is here but my girl What is the matter 
lovey you ſeem all in a flutter. 


_ AUGUSTA. 


Indeed, Sir, I am a little difconcerted. 
LA4RBOARD, 


I ſaw the lug-ſail boat run into this very creek, 


and here he has let go anchor—lIt is PINE 1 
ſhould be deceived. 


SIR SOLOMON. . 

I tell you once again you are always deceived ; 

your hopeful nephew deceived you, and you are 

deceived in your opinion of my daughter. 
LARBOARD. 

Pray, Miſs, favour Sir Solomon with the key 
of this cabin. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

No, ſhe ſhall not- I wont ſuffer her to give ſuch 
an unbelicver any further proofs of her innocence. 
What does the man think the poor dear creature 
has got a beau hid i in her bandbox ? 

LARBOARD. 

Very well; very well! act as you plcaſe— 1 
meant all for the beſt. 

SIR SOLOMON, 
Come, my little May-flower, convince this ſuſ- 


picious man that bisſurmiſes are without foundation. 
AUGUSTA. 
What ſhall I do? [Aſide.] Pray, Sir, excuſe me. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Give me the key, this inſtant ; I inſiſt upon it. 
AUGUSTA. 
All is ruin'd! [Aſide. 
LARBOARD. 
Now you'll ſee who is in the right—I aſſure you, 


old Larboard, you'll make a very ridiculous figure 
here 
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here, after all: (unlocks the cloſet door and diſcovers 
ME&LviLLE.) Hey-day ! Zounds who have we 
here? Sir, your molt obedient. Why, Auguſta, 


child, you ſeem, indeed, a little diſconcerted. 
IAR BOARD. 


What, my fighting friend again! I aſſure you, 
old Oddly, you'll make a very ridiculous figure 
here, aſter all ! 


SIR SOLOMON. 
Pſhaw, you're a fool. Pray, Sir, who the de- 


vil are you? 
MELVILLE. 
Your daughter's lover, Sir. 
s SOLOMON. 
I gueſſed as much—Some very honourable for- 


tune-hunter, I ſuppole—and ſhe is an exceeding 
rudent, modeſt, young heireſs; and as you ſeem 
ſo perfeQly formed for each other, I deſire you 
would both quit my houſe for ever: for I ſhall 
no longer conſider mylelf as her father. 


LARBOARD. 
Then I ſhall. | 


'_ MELVILLE. 
[To Sir Solomon] I diſclaim, Sir, every 12 of 


deſign on your daughter's fortune, having honor- 
| ably acquired, in the Eaſt, wealth ſufficient to en- 
ble me to ſupport her in that ſphere of life to 
which her mental and perſonal accompliſhments ſo 
juſtly entitle her. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
A nabob, by all that's lucky—Pray, Sir, pro- 
ceed—I have a better opinion of you, by half, 
than I bad a minute ago. | 
MELVILLE. 
If you will bleſs me with your conſent to make 


Auguſta mine for life, tis all I wiſh or hope for. 
six SOLOMON, 


Why, gad take me, you are a very ſenſible 
young fellow, and I ſhould like you for a ſon-in- 
law 
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law wonderfully—1 knew you was a great perſon 
the firſt moment I ſaw you ſtuck up in the cloſet, 


like an Egyptian mummy in a packing caſe. 
LARBOARD. 


Come, Oddlv, give them a Letter of Marque, 
to {ail to the land of matrimony, under convoy of 


your approbation. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
So I will if he can obtain my daughter's con- 


ſent, for let me tell you it entirely depends upon 
that---for I, and her mamma, were always re- 
ſolved never to force our child's inclinations.— 
There is no danger of a refuſal (ide) What ſays 


my little weeping-willow. 
AUGUSTA, 

I am all obedience, Sir, to your wiſhes. 
SIR SOLOMON; 

But no fortune whilſt I hve. 
MELVILLE. 

I deſire none, Sir. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


La, la, de ra de ( ings) The beſt bargain I 
ever made in my life. Here, take my daughter, 
and treat her as ſhe deſerves. I'm fo pleaſed with 
you both, that, as I hope to live, I'm afraid I 
ſhall die a year ſooner than I intended to make 
you amends, Give me a kiſs, you little, charm- 
ing, ſmiling, obliging, dutiful, rogue, you. But 


zookers, where is my lady all this time? 
| LARBOARD. 


Here ſhe comes, full ſail, wich the whole crew 
of the village in her wake. 


Enter Lady Opp followed by Le FR1zz, and a 
number of Villagers. 


LADY ODDLY. | 
Oh, Sir Solomon, theſe good people have 
ſeized and brought to the hall, a poſt-caiſe and 
four, in which our minx of a daughter was going 
to elope; there's a diſcovery for you! 


SIR 
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SIR SOLOMON. 
No diſcovery at all, my life! 
LADY ODDLY. 

What you knew of it? 
| SIR SOLOMON | 
Yes, and have effectually prevented her from 


making ſuch another attempt. 
LADY ODDLY. 


That's well —but how? 
SIR SOLOMON. 


By the only certain method — that of having 
agreed to ſee her married to the man with whom 
ſhe was on the point of taking wing. 

LADY ODDLY. 

What, Sir, without deigning to conſult me on 
the occaſion ? (Seeing Melville.) As I live, Stave's 
handſome pſalm-ſinging pupil, without his diſguiſe. 
I now ſee the whole of the buſineſs. 

LARBO ARD. 
Lady Oddly, I am ſure, will not be leſs gene- 
rous to the young couple than Sir Solomon. 
LADY ODDLY. 
Well, I'll give my conſent on three conditions. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Name them. 
LADY ODDLY. 


Firſt, that ſhe is married to-morrow, agreeably 
to what I have all along aſſerted. Secondly, that 
my gala ſhall be given on the occaſion, with addi- 
tional ſplendor; and laſtly, that Sir Solomon ſhall 
ſpend the winter ſeaſon in town; for which pur- 
_ poſe an elegant reſidence ſhall be taken for my re- 
ception in one of the faſhionable Squares. 


SIR SOLOMON, 
Agreed. 


| AUGUSTA. 
My dear madam, your approbation was only 


wanting to complete our happineſs. _ 
LARBOARD. | 


Poor Maria - could I ſee her as happy now. 
1 K 85 SIR 
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66 JUST IN TIME. 
SIR SOLOMON, 


Maria—here ſhe comes—and, egad, ſhe ſeems 


to have been a cloſet hunting too. 
LARBOARD, 


My nephew with her---Why, who knows but 
that this little veſſel may be righted by the ſame 
ſpring tide. 


Enter Doctor Camomils and MARIA. 


I ſee by the ſignal of content being hoiſted that 
you haye reconciled yourſelf to your amiable 
wife. | 
DOCTOR. 
My behaviour to you, Sir, has been ſo unwar- 
rantable, that I can ſcarcely hope you will par- 
don what is paſt, or ever receive me as your 
friend. (The Ladies converſe apart. 
| MELVILLE. | 
Your apology, Sir, is ſufficient, I can be no 


man's enemy. 
LARBOARD. 
Well, old boy, what are you ſtudying about ? 


SIR >OLOMON. 
Why, I was thinking how to introduce the oc- 


currences of this evening into my Memoirs of the 
Court of Aldermen, and in which you ſhall have 
honourable mention, for I ever thought you a 
worthy fellow in the worſt of our . 


for our lives to come "NS 
LaRBO ARD. 

Avaſt, brother, I believe we had better not 

make any more proteſtations, for fear of forfeits. 
LADY ODDLY. 


I give you all joy. [ The ladies come forward. 


SIR SOLOMON. | 
And wide be it extended ; no brow ſhall wear 


the cloud of diſcontent L but let the whole bamlet 5 
ring with ruſtic merriment. 


Enter Sravx, JUDITH, and OLirrr. 
STAVE 


Egad we are all JusT 1N Trxx then to claim a 
pardon 
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pardon under your worſhip's general declamation 
of peace and good fellowſhip. | 
LADY ODDLY, - LD 
| You ſcarcely merit it, but I hope you will be 
more careful hereafter, how you again become 
the agent of a love affair in our family. 
| STAVE. 

Why, an pleaſe your Ladyſhip, his honour had 
ſuch a winning way with him, that it weighed 
down all my reſolution—But I'll never teach a 
captain to ſing pſalms again while I live—unlefs it 
is to oblige your Ladyſhip's perſonality. 

| SIR SOLOMON, 

Lovers take hands—Nay let us join too; (To 
LARBOAR D) and as ſoon as the morning peeps 
we'll haſte to church, and ſee theſe made man and 
wife (To MEL. and Aud.) and this pair reunited, 


(To Dr. Can. and MARIA. 

1 ä : |S 

Faith, and O'Liffey though laſt, will be one of 
the firſt in the throng. | 

sik SOLOMON, 

In the mean time let us drown all 
raſsments in a hearty cup. 
STAVE.- 


paſt embar- 


Amen. 


FINALE axv CHORUS. 


Now let the village bells ring round, 
The pipes ſhrill notes and taber ſound, 
| The mazy dance and mirthful ſong, 
. The feſtive board and joyous throng, 
Hither bring with frolic gay, 
To join the lovers roundelay. 


Dull care no more ſhall dare appear, 

With languid ſtep and falling tear, 

1 For laughing joy with ſprightly veſt, 
. Has chaſed her far from —_ breaſt. 


Now let the e bells ring round, &c. 


8 
FINIS. 
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